Echoes in the Night 


Author: blacksapphire 


Bands: Def Leppard, Guns N Roses, LA. Guns, Motley Crue, Whitesnake 


Characters: Joe Elliott, Rick Allen, Rick Savage, Steve Clark, Vivian Campbell, David Coverdale, Vivian 
Campbell 


Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [GenSlash] 


Updated: Thu Dec OI 2016 19:30:59 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Prologue: The New Addition with consequences 


Author's Notes: 

The first chapter only has a couple of bands [Whitesnake and Def Leppard] but more bands will show up in the 
next couple of chapters. | only clicked the bands that | knew would be featured more than twice but other 
bands may show up, even though | can't say how many times they will show up. | struggled with this because | 
had so many ideas and | was unsure what part | wanted to come first. l'm still unsure but | hope you like it 


anyway. 


Also | put a bad light on some bands but rest assured | don't have any vendetta nor do | think of them this 


way but someone has to be a questionable character when it's a story about gangs. 


Sunday. 
12:00am. 
Week One 


Month: March 

Vivian stood in the middle of the alley way, sighing and glancing upward. He was never a man to glance away in 
shame normally but he was finding it hard to look at someone he lost respect for. 

"| recall getting you those boots," David said. 

He knew what this was; they were getting rid of him. 


Vivian sighed and stepped out of the boots, and pulled the socks from his feet. David pointed at the shirt as 
Vivian frowned but slowly, he unbuttoned the shirt and tossed it toward David. 


"You know? Those pants look awfully familiar," David chuckled. 
"Mate, don't-" Viv tried to plead 
"Take them off Vivian!" David ordered. 


Vivian's jaw tightened but he slowly removed the pants and stood there, holding his hands over his crotch. He 


wore no underwear and David must have been aware of that. 


"Well done," David said, clapping with a light laugh. "You're lucky | don't kill you but I'll spare you..the humiliation 
is enough. Don't bother showing that face of yours in our hideout again. You're out!" 


"To hell with you," Vivian replied, quietly. 
David fired the pistol at the ground, causing Viv to jump. Immediately, Viv covered his crotch with his hands 


again as David signaled his gang to follow after him. His sights set on Joe and he requested that they meet 
another time since he just dealt with a member. 


Joe nodded and waited for David to leave his sight. Once he felt it was safe, he walked up the alley as Vivian 


knelt in embarrassment. Joe glanced down at him and clicked his tongue as Sav stepped up beside him. 
"Find some clothes for the man," Joe said. 
"Right!" Sav nodded. 


Sav unhurriedly took his leave as Viv's blue eyes met the deep greens that belonged to Joe for a split second. 
He turned his sight to take in all of the gang that way he knew what he was against. When his eyes landed on 
Steve, he gazed at him for a moment. After a moment, Steve glanced away and Joe's gaze seemed to darken 


at this. 


"Blue Eyes..eyes on me lad," Joe said, coldly. 
Vivian glanced back up at Joe. "Sorry mate..are you here to do me in?" 


"No, I'm here to ask what you have done to deserve this. | assume this is a type of punishment within your 


former gang, yes?" 


"| disobeyed more than once and | questioned what kind of leader he was; | messed up on a job and it wasn't by 


accident. | tend to have a mouth on me," Vivian answered, honestly. "And aye." 
"Why didn't he kill you?" Joe asked. 
"We go far back, | assume that's why," Vivian answered. "I don't really know." 


Sav walked up at that moment and tossed a bag near Vivian with a chuckle. Vivian didn't touch the bag though, 
not yet, there had to be a reason for this. 


"What's the catch?" Vivian asked, bluntly. 
Joe smirked. "You seem like a useful lad and we could use another member in Ded Flatbird." 


“Another member? | thought your target was David?" Viv asked, furrowing his brows. "Ded Flatbird? David 
kept calling you the Rock Brigade." 


"Both names are factual, it just depends on who you ask. | wasn't aware, however, that David allowed his 
members to know about his deals, you knew?" Joe chuckled. "Anyhow, he was originally my target but another 
man's trash is my ticket.” 

"| knew you were planning an alliance mate and | know he has extensive demands for that," Viv said. There was 
no reason he had to keep David's secrets anymore. He was the most loyal man while in a gang but the minute 
they discarded him like trash, it was all fair game. 


"Really?" Joe asked, cocking a brow. "Dress yourself and let's chatter." 


Viv slowly nodded and reached in the bag for the clothes. He seemed to do everything in a slow motion but 
nodded in acknowledgement after. 


"Thanks mates," Viv said, glancing at each one of them. 


7:00pm. 
Monday... 


There was only enough time for maybe a few hours of sleep before Vivian was up again, pulling jobs for Joe. 
After succeeding, that seemed to be enough proof for Joe and he was accepted into their gang. Perhaps it was 
a tad foolish to accept members that way but Joe saw no harm this time around, especially since he was 
familiar with Vivian. Not to mention, they weren't the mafia like Priest or Metallica, they were just a gang 
under them somewhere. They was a higher leveled gang but still, just a gang. 


Steve carved into a piece of wood with a knife and Vivian had to wonder if he was carving a weapon but upon 


further inspection, he noticed he was carving an ornament; a leaf to be exact. 
"Where did you learn that?" Vivian asked, attempting to make conversation 

"| taught myself," Steve replied, simply. 

"Ah! That's impressive," Viv commented. 

Steve chuckled without looking up. "Thank you lad!" 

"You don't talk much, do you?" Vivian asked. 


Steve finally looked up from his finished piece but refrained from saying anything. He only nodded and smiled 
slightly before glancing back down at his piece, admiring it. 


"Steve, can | ask you something?" Viv asked 

"Sure, ask," Steve responded with a short answer again 

"Are you and Joe~" 

"Stop there!" Steve answered, glancing up again "I know where you're heading lad and if you must know, no. 
"| meant no offense love; | just noticed how protective he is," Viv replied, quickly. 

Steve blinked but nodded slowly. "There's a long story to that but it's not what you think" 

This time he didn't look back down 


4:00pm. 
Monday... 


Steve eyed the dark haired man and watched as he brushed his hands over his cup of brew. His way of doing 
things was very particular and it was peculiar to him. He supposed that was why he found him to be 
interesting to say the least. 


"What is the real reason your gang kicked you out?" Steve asked. 

Viv chuckled, "I told you." 

"You weren't completely honest, blue eyes." 

"And how do you know that?" Viv asked, cocking his brows. 

| have a hunch," Steve answered. 

Viv glanced upward with a smile. "I tried to kill my leader" 

"Enough of this sod," Steve said, only for Viv's smile to widen. "You're serious, aren't you?" 


"Aye," Viv chuckled. "I wasn't lying when | spoke to Joe about it but | left out that detail and a few others I'll 
keep to myself.” 


"Apparently," Steve said, quietly. "Don't target our leader." 

"I have no reason to," Viv answered. "He didn't betray me." 

Steve's eyebrows rose but he said nothing until he felt Vivian shift closer. His eyes lifted to meet Viv's gaze 
and he swore Viv had an interesting expression displayed across his features. His features were always 
interesting and Steve found he was someone that would fit in. 

He gasped when Vivian enclosed the space between them and kissed him. He leaned into the kiss and caressed 
his hand against Viv's face. A moan escaped his throat when he felt Viv's hand brush along his hip. As much 


as he didn't want to, he pulled back and gazed at the dark haired Irishman for a moment. 


"Not here mate," Steve said, calmly. 


"All right," Viv nodded, slowly. 


One: A Peculiar Way of Doing Things 


Author's Notes: 

This chapter is a little long but that's because | went through a few days [in the story] and since l'm labeling 
out the days in this story, I'll probably start doing that [say, l'Il put in a weeks worth or when | feel the 
chapter comes to a good stop. | also marked it adult because of there is some violence. Excuse any mistakes, 


as you may have noticed, | have a bad habit of of missing certain things. 


Also Vivian has a lot of secrets but Joe does too, they won't give out all their secrets but they do reveal a 


little bit here. 


Monday. 
ll:00pm. 
Week One 
Month: June 


He flicked the ashes from his cigarette and watched as they fell to the ground like flakes from the sky. The 
sky was dark and the night produced fog so thick you would think it was smoke. The sky was only lit by the 
stars in it but even those were hardly view-able. A sound couldn't be heard for miles and that's why Steve 


attention focused on the sudden gunshot that went off. 


The man that laid on the ground was shot by the pistol that belonged to Joe. Steve felt he should have felt 


more remorse and sorrow but he didn't. His gaze just bore into the man without any sign of emotion 


They were different from other crime gangs and rarely, if at all, did they cause harm to those who didn't 


deserve it. There were occasions when that rule changed though and this was one of those occasions. 
"Steve?" Joe called, breaking his train of thoughts. 

"Mhm?" Steve answered. 

"Reload!" Joe ordered. 


Instead of wasting time reloading the pistol, he handed Joe a pistol that belonged to him. With that pistol, Joe 
fired another shot into the man on the ground for good measure. There was no fear of being caught, nobody 
dared to enter these alleys at night. They all knew better, which was why most business deals and killings 


happened in them. Tonight, another murder happened and again, nobody would say a word. 


"Bloody git," Joe said, glancing over his shoulder. "Don't ever allow any rubbish like this to happen again, am | 


clear?" 


Steve nodded in response but opted out of voicing any response. Murder crimes tended to render him silent. 
That factor was especially true for one that involved his father. 


His gaze switched from Joe to Sav, who like a loyal member, stood next to Joe in every crime. Sav was loyal 
to the whole gang, even Vivian, but he was especially loyal to Joe. Not necessarily because Joe was their boss, 
nobody ever called Joe that, not even Joe; it became clear it was because they were all friends before they 
were gang members. Other members, aside from Steve, were Viv, Pete and Rick, who was the youngest, and 
they shared the same sentiment. 


"Why couldn't | have shot the bloody wanker?" Rick asked 

"You're rusty," Joe replied "You need more practice” 

"How am | supposed to practice if you won't let me?" Rick grunted. "It doesn't matter now though, Im hungry." 
Joe smirked in retort and resorted to shifting back to his normal self. He generally wasn't too different on 


business from any other time except that he was more willing to laugh and joke around. He didn't particularly 


enjoy killing, none of them really did, but it was called for at times. 


Tuesday... 

4:00am. 

Week One 

Month: June. 

The Next morning; 


Joe snapped his fingers, which caught Steve's attention and brought a smirk to his lips. Joe returned the smirk 
and started the car as Sav chuckled from the back seat. 
"We have an alliance with the Lewis Guns gang," Joe said. 


"Lewis Guns?" Sav responded, raising his brows. "I thought they called themselves LA Guns or some sod, they 
changed again?" 


"Aye and they have one of Phil Lewis' friends with them; relatively new guy but familiar with this sod. He's not 
bad; | met him awhile back." 


"Really? What's the guy's name?" Sav asked. 


"Phil." Joe prolonged his response as if he was trying to remember. "Phil Collen" 
Steve chuckled, softly. "Amusing!" 
"Extremely! | only bring up the lad because he can be of use to us but in due time. As for now.." Joe agreed. 


"We have a meeting at midnight." 


Wednesday. 
12:00am. 
Week One. 
Month: June. 
Midnight.. 


Joe stood against his car in an abandoned parking lot with his gang, minus Rick. Across from him stood the 
GNR gang with Izzy in front. They usually sent Izzy or the man known as Slash to do their dirty work but 
they opted in joining this meeting. 

‘Long time no see," Izzy chuckled. 

"Indeed," Joe responded. "Let's chat about an alliance." 


"Yeah, let's do that," Izzy chuckled. "Who are you rivals and who are your alliances with?" 


"Alliances? The Guns gang | spose," Joe responded. "Rivals? Looks like its Coverdale's gang as of now and we're 


keeping our eyes on the Bach gang. What about you?" 


"Allied with Crue and we're keeping out for the Deth gang," Izzy answered, sucking on a cigarette. "What are 
your terms?" 


"Keep off our members and we'll keep off yours. No shady shite, betrayal only equals trouble—" 
"Stop there," Izzy said "Don't start that bullshit, we take loyalty just as seriously" 

"Then there should be no problem," Joe said with a smirk "We'll touch base for answer: 

"No problem indeed," Izzy smirked, and glanced at his gang, 


Axl rolled his eyes but nodded and Slash shrugged his shoulders as if he didn't care one way or the other. Izzy 
smirked in response; this was a done deal. They could get theirs and be off on their way. 


Sunday 
6:00am. 
Week Two. 
Month: June. 


Izzy exhaled the cigarette smoke and smirked as Nikki flipped a pistol between his fingers. He watched the gun 
spin as if it were some fascinating trick. 

"Who's the newest ally?" Nikki asked. "And do they know who we're up against?" 

"Ded Flatbird, or you might know them as Rock Brigade," Izzy answered, quietly. "And yes, they know." 

Nikki cocked a brow. "Ded Flatbird? They don't usually choose to become allies so easily.” 

Izzy sat up and took a slow breathe as smoke escaped his lungs. "They changed their mind." 

"Fascinating!" Nikki smirked. 


Izzy usually had a way with gangs because of his calm demeanor and his quiet personality. Nikki supposed with 
gangs like Ded Flatbird, this was a good thing. 


"Well done," Nikki chuckled. 

Izzy chuckled also. "I just hope the Rock Brigade and his gang can handle the heat" 

Meanwhile, Joe leaned against his vehicle and tapped his foot, almost impatiently. He was waiting for something, 
someone, two of his own members to show up. When Steve's car did pull up along the dirt road, Joe clicked his 
tongue and stepped away from the car. The remaining members stayed where they were, due to the impending 
conversation Joe going to have. They all knew Viv traveled with Steve instead of taking his own car these days. 
"Joe." Steve said. "I'm late; it won't happen again" 

"Be sure that it doesn't love but join the others while Vivian and | chatter," Joe replied 

Steve nodded and stepped away as Vivian shut the car door with a sigh. He could see the suspicious stare Joe 


was giving him but he would let the leader speak first. He was a respectful man and he had his reasons for 


the choices he made. 


"Mate, tread lightly," Joe warned. "| won't Tell you who you can shag and who you can't; you've proven yourself 


loyal in this short amount of time but tread lightly." 
Viv sighed. "I always do Joe." 

"Good!" Joe nodded. "I do have a favor to ask." 

"A favor?" Viv asked. "Of course." 

"Lead us in the building," Joe said, calmly. 


Vivian loaded his gun and motioned for Joe to follow him. He saw nothing wrong with leading this mission, they 


took on this mission for him. 
"His office is the only one with a red door," Vivian said. “Every other door will be white." 
"Hear that, Flatbirds?" Joe muttered. 


"Yes," Sav nodded. 


Vivian pulled his keychain out and unlocked the door. Joe raised his brows but said nothing to the fact that 
Vivian still had a key to his former gang's hideout. 


"Are they going to be here?" Pete asked. 


"They shouldn't be at this time, it's early but we only have an hour to spare," Viv answered. "David usually 


shows up around Tam, give or take." 


"Make this quick and don't touch anything flatbirds," Joe said, sternly. "We're here for one reason, don't fuck 


up. 
"Right!" Steve nodded. 


Vivian slowly opened the door and cautiously, he entered the building. There was a sense of déjà vu but this 


was no time to reminisce on old times. He immediately headed for David's door and slowly, he entered the 
of fice. 
"Be cautious with what you touch," Viv said. "He sets traps with most of his things; he's paranoid" 


"| can't imagine why," Pete muttered. 


Vivian shot him a look and continued toward the closet. The Flatbirds watched as he tapped the door handle for 


traps before lock-picking it. Once the door swung open, he scanned the closet and leaned down for something. 


Curiosity spread through Steve's mind as he watched Viv walk out with a duffle bag and a smaller bag. 
Immediately, Viv began using his techniques to lock the door again 


"That's it?" Pete asked. 
Vivian nodded. "Aye. This is all | wanted; it's mine." 
"Very well," Joe nodded. "Lets scatter." 


Vivian nodded and followed the rest of his gang out. Nobody asked any questions; that was best left for a later 


time. 


10:00am. 
Week Two. 
Month: June. 


Vivian sat on the couch of their gang lounge. The duffle bag was placed beside his boots and the smaller bag 
was on the couch. Joe watched him as he pulled out a variety of items from the bag. However, when he saw a 
bible and rosary, Viv's expression seemed to lighten. He looked at the items with such sentiment and love, and 


he handled them with care. When his gaze turned toward the duffle bag, his expression hardened again. 
"What did we do this job for?" Joe asked, interrupting his moment. 
Viv froze in place and glanced upward. "Mementos!" 


‘I've been patient with you Vivian and | put me mates on the line to help you with this job," Joe said, quietly. "I 
don't expect you to explain the full details of your departure or anything else but | expect a better answer 
than that. What ‘mementos’ are these and why were they in his possession?" 


Viv straightened his position and moved his hands to his knees was a drawn-out sigh. He took a deep breath 
and exhaled. Another deep breath and another exhale. His fingers moved to his knee and he rubbed the lining of 
his jeans. His mind set out Joe and how he found it peculiar how Joe referred to them as mates or friends 
instead of members. On occasion, he would use the term ‘members but it was as if he saw them as equal, 


even if he was the leader. Peculiar indeed, yet refreshing. 
"Have a seat mate," Viv said, finally. 


Joe obligated with the request and sat across from Vivian. It was as if he knew this would be a touchy 
subject. 


‘Mum was catholic," Viv said, causing Joe to raise his brow. "She wasn't bonkers or anything but she truly 
believed in what she was taught" 


Viv's fingers grazed over the bible as if it were a delicate piece of fine art. In truth, it probably was an old 
book; it looked as if it were a rare piece of ancient history. 


Viv waved the book "She took a vacation and brought this back. She treasured it all those years, along with 
the rosary; it was special to her. After her departure from the earth, | kept it and swore to care for it as 
she did." 


"| see," Joe mused. 


"The rest of the items are rubbish to you but they're mementos to me," Viv said, though he refused to 
reveal all his secrets. "Some items are the only pieces | have from my parents; other items, | have collected 


along the years and they are items | found to be intriguing throughout the years." 
"Interesting!" Joe said. "And why did David have them?" 


"Payment!" Vivian said, simply. "| owed a debt and | couldn't pay it sometime ago. It's payment; the bible is 
worth quite a large sum and so are the rest of these items. | was to give him my belongings and | agreed to 


work for him; in due time, | was considering a member of the gang." 

"By force?" Joe asked, raising a brow. 

"Well no, | wanted to be a part of his gang and | had to prove myself too," Viv said. "I could survive on me own 
but it felt like a family until | started learning his little tricks. | started questioning him, other things happened, 
and thats when they plotted my exit. | just gave him reason to eject me; | don't know why he didn't kill me, | 


couldn't tell you that but | spose he found the humiliation more amusing.’ 


"I see," Joe mused. "You'll fit in here; just no more secrets, eh mate? And if | catch you ever making an 


attempt on my life.." 

"Stop there Joe..." Viv interrupted. "I won't, you've done nothing to me." 

"Good!" Joe nodded. "And if you have it out for Steve, that's fine but.." 

Viv didn't miss the pause or the smile. 

"Here's my issue, Steve is shy and terribly sensitive. | find it awkward he's moved so quickly with you but | 
spose that's good, right?" Joe paused, only to open his mouth to speak again. "Anyhow, he has a bit of a 


history and it still stings, in due time he'll tell you the same. That man we killed was his father, you notice how 


unaffected he seemed?" 


"Now that you mention it, aye," Viv nodded. 


“There's a reason for that and a reason for why he is the way he is. Don't take what | say the wrong way, | 
have nothing but friendship with him, it's always been that way between us. That doesn't mean | won't break 
your neck if you break his heart. You are one of us but | will still warn that | don't take these things lightly. | 
welcome you to our group and | am confident you fit in here but | also warn you. If you're courting him, make 


sure it's not lust that's leading you," Joe explained. 
"Note taken," Vivian nodded. 
"Good!" Joe nodded. "Welcome to our family, mate!" 


Vivian smiled lightly and nodded in acknowledgement. It had been a long time since he had a family and it would 


be nice to have one again. 


8:00pm. 
Week Two. 
Month: June. 


Duff slid his fingers across his custom designed pistol, looking over every single detail. He could hear Axl 
outside shooting at somebody but he hardly cared about the details of that. Their gang had a love/hate 
relationship with each other but at the end of the day, they were there for each other. 


"Duff..." Slash called out. 


Duff's eyes slowly trailed from his gun and turned toward Slash's direction He was cornered between two 
cars, attempting to cover Axl. Duff slowly exited his car without bothering to shut the door. The man shooting 
at Slash barely noticed him come up behind him. He tossed the gun in the air and caught it before swiftly 
pointing it at the man and shooting him without needing to be told. 


"Show of fl" Slash muttered. 

Duff merely smirked and flung the gun with one finger. He certainly did show off, especially with this pistol. 
Slash slowly stood up and shot another member of the dead man's gang. Duff didn’t flinch one bit; he was used 
to this type of thing and frankly he was tired of Axl picking fights with people. 

"Where's Izzy?" Duff asked. 


"Behind you," Izzy said from behind. 


"GNR! Lets scram before the cops get here,” Axl called out. "Where's Steven? Where the fuck is Steven?" 


"High!" Izzy said. "He's passed out in your car." 

"Useless idiot," Axl growled. 

Meanwhile, Nikki took a swing of Jack Daniels and smirked as he crushed a used cigarette with his foot. He 
watched GNR scatter like roaches and enjoyed the view of bodies from atop a hill. He had to make sure 
everything ran smoothly, especially since Izzy was in that gang. Izzy was his best friend and more importantly, 
his make-out partner. 

"Well played," Nikki smirked, and turned on his heel. 

ll:00pm. 


Week Two. 
Month: June. 


Steve brushed his fingers over the sheets, grazing his hand over the wrinkles the sheets made. He sighed 
contently when he felt Vivian kiss the back of his shoulder again It felt nice to have someone next to him; 
someone to kiss him. It scared him more than anything, especially since he let it happen so fast. 


"| don't know what your angle is mate but don't screw with my emotions," Steve whispered. 


He could hear him sigh but the kisses never ceased. "I have no intentions of doing so love," he finally said. "I've 


never..had anyone as a lover..but there's a first time for everything." 


Vivian wasn't exactly a virgin, this wasn't his first time under the sheets but he never took on a lover; man 


or woman. 


Steve didn't miss the constant pauses. He turned and glanced at Vivian. "A lover? Not some shag partner? l'm 


not keen on fuck buddies so if that's what you want..we should stop now." 
"Aye, a lover," Vivian nodded. "That is if you want. Cheesy as it may sound." 
Steve chuckled "Cheesy? Maybe, yeah, but if you're serious, I'd like that." 


Viv smiled lightly and nodded, before kissing his lips several times. It wasn’t until sometime later when Steve 


got up and joined Sav for a beer. 


Two: The Key has Always been Loyalty 


Author's Notes: 
Kinda long and | know | said | would go by the week but this chapter is already long so | didn't exactly go by 


the week. Marked as adult because there is some violence. 


Monday... 
12:00am. 
Week three. 
Month: June. 


Phil Collen laid back against the car with a light smirk and a bottle in hand. Tracii and Phil Lewis, or as they 
called him, Lewis, were in yet another argument. He found their arguments quite amusing; it always led to 
nowhere and they always ended up making up with no real solution. They were rubbish really and Phil saw no 
point to them. 

"You lads going to bicker on like that for long?" Phil asked. 

"Shut up Collen," Lewis said. 

"I'm trying to." 

"You're a bloody idiot!" Lewis rolled his eyes. 

It was like listening to kids and for that, Phil Collen rolled his eyes, and sat up. He jumped off the car and 
strolled off in his heeled boots, ignoring the calls toward him. He knew Lewis and Tracii had a rocky relationship 
but this was not what he signed up for. Their personal relationship made things tense within their gang in 
private. 


"Collen, wait up!" Riley called out. 


Phil stopped in his tracks and waited for the gang member to catch up with him. The man's name was Steve 
Riley but he always called him Riley or Ri for short. They weren't too keen on using their first names; well the 


majority weren't except for Tracii. 
| can't stand to listen to them bicker," Riley said. 


"Tell me about it," Phil nodded. 


"How you been getting along here?" Riley asked. He had a bad tendency to leave words out of sentences. 
"Fairly!" Phil answered. 
"That's good!" Riley nodded. "Hey man, | been meaning to-" 


"Ey mate, you didn't have to make up a rubbish of an excuse to follow me. If you want to ask something, then 


ask," Phil chuckled. 

"Oh!" Riley said, quietly. "Are you seeing someone?" 

Phil's eyebrows rose but he didn't hide the fact that he was smiling. Riley had to wonder if Phil had been 
expecting that question to pop up sooner or later. It wasn't a surprise either; not all the gangs were into men, 
some were into women, and some were into both; that being said, some members were into men only. 

"No, not currently!" Phil answered honestly. 

"And do you want to be?" Riley asked, nervously. 

‘tm not for or against the idea," Phil replied. 

"Ah! Because...” 

His sentence was cut short when he heard Lewis call his name. He sighed and gave Phil a nervous look before 
heading back toward the gang. Phil chuckled and continued on his walk toward a blue Morris Marina. A smirk 
crossed his lips and he knocked on the window even though it was already half way down 

"You couldn't keep away, could you Elliott?" Phil smirked. 

"Oh sod off and get in the damn car," Joe replied. 


"Nah! | can't, me mates are just around the corner," Phil said. 


He didn't notice Steve Riley had come back. Riley stopped in his tracks and chose a tree close enough to hear 
behind. Meanwhile, Joe stepped out of his car and pinned Phil against it. 


"Stop that dominating sod mate, it's not my style," Phil said. 


Joe smirked and kissed him, deciding to bite on his lower lip. Phil smirked and kissed back though not for long. 
He pulled away and brushed off Joe's little moment of affection 


"Tease!" Joe frowned. 


‘| wear heels, don't |?" Phil said, though he had long since stopped wearing makeup. 

Joe's frown changed back to a smirk and he grabbed Phil gently before kissing him once more. Finally he let the 
cheeky bastard go and got back in his car. Riley frowned when Phil reached in the car for something, likely 
Joe's crotch, and let go before he went on his way. 

"We're not together, | don't owe you anything,” Phil laughed. 

"IIl get you, Phil, in my gang yet," Joe chuckled. 

Phil waved him off and continued on. Riley took the opportunity to follow after Phil and before he could get too 
far, Riley slammed him against a tree. Phil placed his hands in front of his face and gasped as Riley continued 
to slam him against the tree. Finally Phil elbowed the man behind him and turned to find Riley there. He 
expressed shock, only to receive a look of contempt. 

"You said you had nobody. No wonder you wanted to band with Elliot's gang. Traitor! You said...” 

"Why are you followin me mate?" Phil asked, furrowing his brows. 

| was trying to finish our conversation is what | was trying to do," Riley mumbled. 

First off, don't stalk me mate, it's not polite," Phil said. "Secondly, I'm not seeing anyone, you bloody bastard. 
Thirdly, l'm not interested, you're a nice mate or you were before you rudely attacked me but I'm not 
interested" 

Phil turned and walked away from Steve R, ignoring his pleas for forgiveness. Phil made it about half way back 
to his mates before the barrel of a gun hit him from behind. He hissed and fell to his knees before he was 
struck again. 


"Stop!" Phil hissed. 


He felt another strike before he finally fell face first on the ground. He heard Phil Lewis calling out but he felt 
it would be better if he didn't reply. He heard an argument going on but he didn't say anything. 


"Riley, what are you doing?" Lewis cried. 
"He's messing around with-" 
"| don't give a damn who he's messing with, so long as it's not the enemy, this is bloody ridiculous," Lewis said. 


Phil cleared his throat as he tried to push himself upward. Lewis helped him up and frowned when Phil swung 
at Riley. 


"| quit mate," Phil said 
"Quit? Quit what?" Tracii asked, as he approached to examine the situation. 


| quit this gang," Phil replied. "I didn't sign up for this sod, your lover's quarrel, and | don't appreciate being 


attacked for such a bigotry reason like jealousy and false accusations." 
"Phil, wait-" 

‘lm done Lewis," Phil said, sternly. 

Monday... 


12:40am. 
Week three. 


Nikki's gaze was on the body that belonged to his lover. He studied every feature that belonged to Izzy. His 
lean form under the sheets, his long lashes, his dark hair just covering enough of his face to make him seem 
more mysterious than he was. Then there was the sheets that covered what he really wanted. 

Nikki really hated those sheets that Izzy had. They were an obnoxious royal blue color but Izzy insisted on 
keeping him. To be rid of them would mean to buy another sheet and his money was precious to him. The only 
thing that would frustrate him more was matching pillow cases. Izzy didn't take that route though; instead be 
bought pillow cases that resembled the color of blood. He had some interesting tastes in style but Nikki 
supposed that fascinated him. 

"Stop pondering!" Izzy mumbled, knowingly. 

"Why?" Nikki smirked. 

"It makes me antsy," Izzy replied, simply. 

"Liar!" 


Izzy chuckled. "So what if | am? Go to sleep Sixx" 


Nikki smirked and lay beside him, though he didn't dare touch. Izzy was very particular about when he wanted 
to be touched. 


Monday... 


5:40am. 
Week three. 


Steve swirled his cup of brew, opting out of saying anything. Joe drummed his fingernails on the patio table 
when they suddenly came to a stop. 


They had a nice little hideout, which was why they were usually there. It had an office, much like the 
Coverdale hideout, with a few spare rooms. It had a kitchenette, a nice patio with a covering, and a lounge area 
with a fireplace. 

"Steve..." 

"What?" Steve answered, glancing up. 

"What is your relationship with him?" Joe asked. 

Steve chuckled "We are together." 

Joe seemed to muse over that for some time before he spoke. "Good! I'd rather it be one of our members." 
He glanced up to see Vivian at the door and nodded. Vivian returned the nod and smiled; but he couldn't help 
wondering what their secrets were. It wasn't fair to expect them to say; after all, he wasn't giving out his 
secrets either. 

His thoughts were interrupted by the knock at the hideout door. Joe immediately got from his seat and 
cautiously approached the door. Vivian was quick to follow him in case someone found their hideout. When Joe 
opened the door, Phil Collen stood there in his boots and a bandage around his head. Viv moved his hand away 
from his back pocket where his gun was and stepped away. 

"Phillip?" Joe smirked. 

"Don't call me that Joseph..." Phil shot back, earning himself a chuckle from Steve. 


"Fine Phil, what brings you to my establishment?" Joe chuckled. 


"| quit the Lewis gang after Steve Riley went berserk on me and | got tired of Lewis and Tracii's fights," Phil 


said. 
"And?" 
"You wanted me to join your gang, yes? | will," Phil said 


"On what condition?" Joe asked. 


"Condition?" Phil repeated with an expression of shock. 

"Stop that fake shock, you know | don't play that sod. What are your terms mate?" Joe asked. 

Phil smirked. "Don't treat me like some lowly new guy, don't tell me what for wear, and for god sakes mate, 
don't embarrass the group with lover quarrels. | want to be paid right and | want to be a second or third hand 
man-" 

Steve cleared his throat. "We don't display personal affairs often" 

Joe nodded. "He's right!" 

"Right then! l'm in," Phil smirked 

Joe smirked in satisfaction and nodded. 

Monday.. 


7:40am. 
Week three. 


Izzy's eyes focused on the detail of the motorcycle sitting in front of him. Black motorcycle with red chrome 
was definitely something to be proud of and he certainly was. 

"Is it done?" Nikki asked from behind. 

"Yes," Izzy replied. 


Izzy brushed his hand over the surface of the motorcycle and smirked at the metallic feeling under his 


fingers. He could hear Nikki snicker but he just ignored the long haired leader of the Crue. 
"We have a gang war coming up," Nikki stated. 

‘| know, we'll be ready," Izzy nodded. 

"Good!" Nikki replied. 

"And Sixx?" Izzy mumbled. "If you ever set me up again, I'll burn you." 


Nikki snickered but nodded to the comment. 


Monday... 
b:40pm. 
Week three. 


Joe's eyes turned toward Vivian as he frowned and shook his head. David stood before them and chuckled 
softly. He had just made the accusation that Vivian's departure and joining the Flatbirds was all a setup. Steve 
seemed to step back at that moment. 

‘| mean think about it Elliott." David chuckled. "He sends you to my hideout and he has still has a key..he tells 
you shit about his things and you believe him. He was setting you up but | happened to be ruming late. So the 
next course of action was to kill you." 

Its not true," Viv nearly interrupted. 

It was no use, or so Viv thought; Joe's glare seemed to indicate he had already made up his mind. Vivian 
stepped back and Steve appeared aloof to the accusations but the glint in his eye said it bothered him more 
than he showed. 

"Let's call it quits and let bagons be bagons," David chuckled. 

David turned and left them alone with Vivian as the dark haired Irishman sighed. 

"You..." Joe started. 

"He's a liar mate,” Viv said, quietly. 

Viv sighed again and the cold realization that maybe, they never trusted him to begin with set in 


But | found my place here.. 


He reached in his pocket and handed him the key before handing him the jacket, much to Joe's surprise. Viv's 
gaze met with Steve, who seemed to expression more emotion this time. 


"| can promise you one thing; | wasn't using you. | really did find you interesting. could love you if | let myself," 
Viv said, turning his gaze back to Joe. "I'll see you around mate." 


"Vivian..." 
"Joe, | don't think-" Steve started. 


"He didn't do it," Joe interrupted. "| know, | could see it in his eyes." 


"No he didn't," Steve nodded. "He expressed actual emotion, his eyes didn't twitch and his breath stayed the 


same." 
"We'll find him," Joe nodded. 


Meanwhile, Viv had turned to walk away from the scene and headed for his cheap flat. He felt foolish honestly 


but he could survive on his own, he really was always destined to be a freelancer. 
Alone again with the thoughts. Alone again with no family. Alone again with no friends. Alone with..no Steve. 


He shook the thoughts to the back of his mind when he arrived at his flat. Smoke escalated from the room 


and a fire was blooming. 

David. The bastard. He knew the items Vivian stole were in that flat. 

Vivian quickly jumped the side gate and ran in the back door of the flat. There was no way he was going to be 
able to lug that duffle bag but he would want the small bag with his mother's bible. He tried to pull it but it 
seemed to be stuck; glued 


"Bastard!" Viv spat in frustration 


He opened the bag, grabbed the rosary, and the bible. He grabbed a few other items and rushed out of the 
burning flat. He stepped around the yard and gasped when David was suddenly standing there. 


"| proved my point," David said, never ceasing to smirk. 
"To hell with youl" Viv spat. "You lied to them..they know it" 
David shrugged and fired his gun at Vivian. Viv stumbled backward, trying to hold his items within his hands. 


"Nice knowing you lad, | can't say I'll miss a bloody traitor such as yourself," David chuckled. "I spose | made a 


mistake letting you live though." 
"You'll get yours," Viv spat. 


David shrugged once more before walking away from the Irishman. Viv finally fell to the ground, grinding his 
teeth in attempt to keep feeling flowing to his body. 


Alone to die.. 


Vivian chuckled at the thought; he knew he would keep fighting until the last breath exited his body. He closed 
his eyes, licking his dry lips with his tongue and finally let his head lie against the ground. As he lay there, he 


heard footsteps and slowly opened his eyes. He had to blink several times at the sight of Steve. 
"Vivian!" Steve said, kneeling next to Vivian. 
"| wasn't... wasn't ever going to betray you," Viv replied. 


"I know," Steve replied. "I'm an observer and a polygraph specialist Vivian, | study people; | observe them. When 


you lie, you do this certain thing..." 

"What certain thing?" Viv asked, smiling slightly, not even noticing that Rick Allen had showed up. 

"You go relatively still except for your fingers, you point around a bit and your hand moves to your shirt. 
Your breath hitches for a split second but only a split second and you swallow right after. You do all these 
things when you're honest but not in that exact order. Without fail, you do these things in order when you lie," 
Steve explained. 


Viv chuckled. "Smart boy!" 


"l'm an observer love," Steve smiled, glancing up at Rick, who was patching up Vivian In actuality, he was trying 


to keep Vivian talking and conscious. 


"That you are Stephen," Joe said, walking up. "| suspected he might be lying but | had to play along..had | known 


this would happen, | might have reconsidered." 


"I'm not mad," Viv said, quietly. "| spose | figured you thought if | was willing to steal, you would feel | was 


guilty.” 

"Mate..we all steal," Joe replied "Gangs are not for the faint of heart!" 

| spose," Viv smiled, before losing consciousness. 

"Don't fret! | shot him with medication, he'll be okay though," Rick said. 

"Let's get him back to our hideout and carry the bible for him," Joe said, quietly. “It's important to him. | will 


go in the building to see what | can salvage." 


Monday... 
10:40pm. 
Week three. 


Vivian woke up in a dark room; one he didn't recognize. The moonlight peered in through the slightly cracked 


open curtains. There was a chair near the window and a small table but he found the room to be quite empty, 


and quite small. His gaze turned toward the shape beside him, eyes closed, peacefully asleep. 

"Steve." Viv said, softly. 

"Wh-What?" Steve muttered, jerking awake. "I was just resting." 

Viv chuckled. "Liar!" 

Steve smirked in response. "Maybe | am. How do you feel?" 

"Numb actually but not too bad considering my circumstances," Viv said, glancing around. "My things... 

"We got some of it," Steve replied 

Steve always spoke in a quiet tone; he was relatively tame and Viv supposed it was because the gang life had 
taught him certain lessons. Not to mention Joe; the lad seemed to have this protective nature that rendered 


Steve silent. 


Joe walked in the room and pulled a chair up next to the bed. Viv glanced at him and nodded his head in 


acknowledgement. 
"| grabbed what | could from your home but you did lose a lot," Joe stated. 
"Thank you mate," Vivian nodded. 


"Your gang jacket is on the dresser and so is your key but listen good, do not ever walk off like that again, am 


| clear?" Joe said, sternly. 

"Yes, loud and clear," Vivian nodded. 

"And never question my loyalty, ever," Joe snapped. 

| won't. did at first but as | came face to face with David, | realized you probably didn't believe" 
"You came face to face with him?" Joe asked, raising a brow. 


"Yes, he said..may | speak?" Viv started but paused, only to earn a nod from Joe. "He said he proved a point 


and it was all to cock that he allowed me to live so he shot me." 
Joe's expression darkened. "He wanted to do you in; it wasn't a shootout then" 


"Aye," Viv nodded in confirmation 


"Then he just screwed up; he attacked one of my boys, or | should say, one of us. He screwed up," Joe 
chuckled. "But | need to know what we're dealing with Viv and why? You need time mate, fair enough but | need 


the truth." 


Steve looked back and forth from Vivian to Joe. They could be here all night at this rate. 


Three: The Progression Forward 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter. It's kinda long so sorry about that. 


Thursday.. 
|:20pm. 
Week three. 


Izzy tossed his cigarette at Nikki, smirking. Nikki stepped out of the way, glaring, but the glare lightened and 
changed to a smirk. This was a breakup; there was no doubt in Nikki's mind. 
"You sure you want to pull this?" Nikki asked. 


"Yes," Izzy said, quietly. "I have lost all my trust with you. Our deal can remain intact but otherwise, we're 


done." 
Nikki titted his head and narrowed his eyes. "I could kill you." 
"You won't though," Izzy replied. "I draw faster.” 


Izzy wasn't completely wrong when he said that. He did draw faster and he would have shot Nikki before Nikki 


even pointed the gun if it came down to it. 

"Good point," Nikki responded. "We'll keep in touch." 

"Of course," Izzy nodded. 

A get-together and breakout without anyone knowing. That was how Izzy liked it. 
Thursday.. 


2:00pm. 
Week three. 


Lewis threw a whiskey bottle at the wall and watched it shatter into bits. Tracii watched him quietly as Riley 


looked downwards in shame; he was the reason Collen left and that was a problem. 


"Maybe | was right, he did join the Ded Flatbirds," Riley said, hoping to redeem himself 
"Course he did, why would he want to stay here after what you did?" Lewis snapped 
Riley frowned. “Ill bet he's sleeping with them and~" 

"No, he's not," Lewis interrupted. "He's a flirt” 


Steve Riley tried to respond but Tracii shot him twice in the leg before he could say anything. He cried out in 


pain as Lewis stepped on his wound, causing another cry to escape his lips. 
"You're out mate," Lewis said. 
He moved his foot and walked away as the other gang members followed after him. Riley swore, Collen was 


going to pay for this, even if it was the last thing he did. 


Thursday.. 
2:00pm. 
Week three. 


David gazed at the body lying on the ground. Despite popular belief, he had a reason for killing this man. Adrian 
was directly behind him and Tommy was surveying the area. 

"Ya know? Vivian's new gang will save his life," Rudy said. 

"| know," David chuckled. "Rock Brigade is not one to let it go." 


Rudy hesitated on saying anything else but when David looked at him, he felt intimidated and as if he had to 


say something now. David had a habit of making awkward moments and he seemed to know that as well 

"What are we going to do about it?" Rudy asked. 

David smirked in response. "| have a vendetta against Vivian and seeing as Ded Flatbird helped him, | now have a 
vendetta against them. | watched his gang come to his aid, the Clarky boy seemed to favor him. | want Vivian 
dead at some point but more so, | want him to suffer." 


"He probably told them stories by now," Rudy said. 


‘| imagine he has but | can tell quite the story myself. | have my reasons for turning on him," he chuckled. 


"I know David but how do we find him? Their hideout his hidden," Rudy asked. 


"We don't have to," David chuckled again. "We simply have to lead him out and we will.in due time with his love 


interest.” 


Rudy only nodded but opted out of saying anything else. 


Thu rsday.. 
2:20pm. 
Week three. 


Joe poured himself a cup of coffee and sat down on the patio. He let Viv sleep on his words before he made 
him talk. There was no way David had such a disdain for Vivian with no reason behind it. Joe shook his head at 
his thoughts but he couldn't help the thoughts that roamed his mind. His thoughts were interrupted when he 


saw Viv walk out with his own cup of coffee. 

"How're you?" Joe asked, quietly. 

Viv groaned but smiled. "Could be worse." 

Vivian sat down with another groan but he seemed to make himself comfortable fairly easy. He took a sip of 
his drink and released a long drawn out sigh. He couldn't keep everything under wraps forever; he had to tell 
Joe something. 

"What do you want to know?" Viv asked, 

"Everything mate." 

Viv sat back and sipped his coffee with a light nod. He wasn't eager to talk about this but he would. He set his 
coffee down and stood up. Joe assumed he would take off and he did, but he returned a minute later with 
some papers. 

| met David quite some time back," Viv started. "| couldn't have been more than lb at the time. David had a 
gang but it was just some small time gang with a bunch of chaps at the time. It was bloody ridiculous, really, 
but it was all they had. | will say they stayed loyal to each other despite my distaste for them now. | was a 
criminal | spose but | was a loner, | didn't fancy gangs; therefore | didn't join them." 


"Did you kill?" Joe asked, quietly. 


"Not at that point but | had caused a number of injuries," Viv answered. 


"| see," Joe mused. 


"He is somewhat older than me but he showed up at my high school a lot," Viv chuckled. "| thought it was odd 
but | later learned he was recruiting and it wasn't anything..weird like | thought..or not weird in a sexual way 


at least." 
"Let me guess, you thought child molester?" Joe said, quietly. 


"Bingo!" Viv nodded. "| knew him, just not well. He knew my family, he knew my friends, he knew everywhere | 
was but | didn't put two and two together at that point. Regardless, it was just me and mum after me dad 
left, mum was a little out there but she was a good woman. | spose I'm talking rubbish now but | want you to 


know how it all came about." 
"| don't mind," Joe said. 


"IIl skip a lot of the rubbish and get more to the point. My mum died eventually-something with her addiction, 
she had a pill addiction. | know she was taking something though; she had a hard time with life in her later 
years. David was sort of a friend, sort of, and he stepped in. | asked for a loan to give her a funeral and to 
pay my rent off for a month. That wasn't my smartest move but he gave me the loan. When it came time to 
pay back, | didn't have all the money so | gave away my things and agreed to work for him. Nothing sexual 
happened and he didn't force anything like that. In time, he says he saw talent in my abilities, and | agreed to 
try out as a permanent member of his gang. At this point, his gang had made a name for themselves. Things 
were fine for a little bit but | started noticing odd behavior in his office-keeping certain papers from me, 
which would be fine if | didn't catch me mum's name on one of them. So | started sneaking around his office 


when he was gone; he noticed though," Viv explained. 
"He noticed?" Joe asked, furrowing his brows. 


"He was rather neat and a bit ocd, he would notice if one hair off your head was changed. | digress though..| 
did eventually get into his papers.." Vivian said, quietly. "He was me mum's lover, which | could eventually 
accept that but over time, | found he may have been responsible for the pills me mum took. It may have 
always been his intention to dispose of her. | was getting sick and | found that he was the one making me sick. | 
think he knew | was getting onto him because he started putting me in situations and called off the gang from 
backing me up. He was betraying me from the beginning; the ultimate betrayal. So | started attempting his 
destruction. | won't say | was innocent; | was a bit erratic at times. It was a power struggle between us and 
the last straw was when | went into his office and pointed the gun at him, which led to that night in the alley. 
Look Joe, I'm not trying to indicate that | was an angel, far from it actually. | did try to kill him, | stole from 


them before | even knew about my mother." 
"Anything else?" Joe asked. 


"Yes," Vivian sighed. "Aside from attempted murder and theft, | tampered with his locks, | have always been 
after my things | gave him. | sold his pets because they were destructive and destroyed my things. | stole his 


drugs and sometimes used them for myself." 

"What drugs?" Joe interrupted. "I have a thing about certain drugs” 
Viv sighed and looked down. "You ever hear of monkey?" 

‘Aye" 


"There you go," Viv responded. "| never gave out their hideout, I'm not that cold but | did give out where they 
were on one of our jobs before | knew about my mother; however, he pulled the same trick and tried to have 
me killed as well. | did this because | suspected something at that point. I'm not saying | was right, I'm merely 
telling you why | did that. We drew our guns at each other on one occasion." 


"Is that it?" Joe asked. 


"Yes," Vivian sighed. "Listen Joe, he will say a lot of things and some of it is likely true but there are two 
things l'm not. One is a liar and the second is a traitor. | will always be loyal as long as I'm not lied to; true, | 
did turn on him before | found out but while | didn't know exactly what he was keeping from me, | already 
suspected betrayal in some way. | am loyal until the end. There are other things but some things | would 
rather keep to myself" 


Fair enough," Joe said, quietly. "Tell me something, why didn't he kill you the first time?" 


"Despite our nasty fallout, we were friends at one point..my actions created the ultimate betrayal | spose," Viv 


admitted. "| assume it's our past though, | don't know really though." 


Joe only nodded. "I'm glad you didn't put up a fight; it was either you tell me or you're no longer attending 
fights. | needed to know what exactly we were dealing with and you gave me an idea, thank you. As long as 


you're being honest, I'll return the favor and warn you of another enemy...” 


Viv only returned the nod. He was cautious but he was hardly concerned with the situation He was glad to 


know Joe was returning the favor and telling him things. 


Around the same time... 
Thursday.. 

2:22pm. 

Week three. 


Steve inhaled the smoke from his cigarette as he watched people pass by him and go about their business. It 
was a quiet night, too quiet in fact. Steve knew something was going to happen before it did. These nights were 


perfect for violence. 


BANG! 

The gunshot came from the store a few feet away from him. He put his cigarette out and exhaled the last bit 
of the smoke. He stepped out of the car and approached the store. When the shooter darted out and pointed 
the gun at him, he immediately drew his gun and fired, hitting the man in the arm. The guy cried out as Steve 
pulled out another cigarette and lit it. 

"Frankie, you shouldn't have done that, mate," Steve chuckled. 

"Don't call me that," Frank spat. "To be fair, | didn't know it was you." 

"You can see, yes?" Steve questioned. 

Frank glared and ignored the question "What do you want Steve?" 

"We have a battle on our hands... 


"So what?" Frank hissed. 


Steve glanced up, quietly. "You owe Joe, you know that right? We have a rivalry with the Coverdale gang..he 


has a strong force behind him, | won't lie. Joe has requested your assistance.” 

"What am | to do?" 

'Spy..watch their movements... 

That's your specialty," Frank snapped. "What? Has he left you to petty jobs now?" 

Steve chuckled and stomped his foot over Frank's arm, causing another cry to escape his lips. 
"Bite your tongue arsehole,” Steve said "Just do the job Frank; I'm not asking you" 


Steve turned and walked away without another word. Frank forgot how cruel Steve could get when he was on a 


mission. Then again, he was a gang member and he had to be that way to an extent. 


Around the same time... 
Thursday.. 

5:15pm. 

Week three. 


Steve sat against the hood of his car, exhaling smoke from his lips. He held out his hand and a lighter was 
placed against his palm. 


"Thanks for light," Izzy said 

Steve chuckled "Course" 

"So what's the meaning of this meeting? Why has your leader sent you?" 
"For an update," Steve replied 

"Ah!" Izzy nodded. "Sixx and | have nothing now." 

"Nothing? Are you still alles?" Steve asked 

"As far as | know but I'm not sure how long that will last," Izzy admitted 


"We'll keep our eyes peeled,” Steve nodded. "We cut ties with the LA Guns gang, it ended on good terms but 


remember that" 
Izzy nodded in response. "Any other allies?" 


"Ratts!" Steve said simply. "I don't know much about the deal, you'll have to inquire with Joe about that 
rubbish." 


"Rubbish, is it?" Izzy asked, chuckling. 
"It isn't my job to handle the ties with other groups; therefore, yes," Steve explained, further. 
"| see," Izzy replied. 


"| should go but keep your eyes out, we have a new enemy on our hands," Steve said. "I'll have Joe contact you 


with the details." 


lzzy only nodded and turned away. 


Thursday.. 
5:55pm. 
Week three. 


Steve walked into the hideout and glanced up. He gave a single nod, only to receive a nod back from Joe. Steve 


scanned the lounge for Vivian and Joe seemed to know what he was looking for. 
"He's on the patio," Joe said, quietly. 
Steve nodded. "Right!" 


Steve immediately walked out to the patio and sure enough, Vivian was sitting there with his cup of tea and a 


cigarette between his fingers. Steve sat down next to him and accepted the cigarette he was offering. 

"Are you alright?" Vivian asked. 

"Why wouldn't | be?" Steve asked in response. "But yes, | am." 

‘| was just curious," Viv answered, though he wasn't telling the whole truth. 

"Ah!" Steve nodded, 

Joe nodded from the door and backed away. He didn't want Steve knowing the real reason as to why Viv asked, 


not yet. Not until he was sure their worries were called for. 


Friday.. 

5:25pm. 

Week three. 

Izzy exhaled cigarette smoke and smirked. Duff was planted next to him, slinging his gun around his finger. They 
were waiting for someone; one of their allies to be exact. Duff smacked Izzy's shoulder with the back of his 
hand and pointed out their guest; Joe. 

"Joe, nice of you to show up," Izzy chuckled. 


"Likewise," Joe smirked. "Who actually runs your gang? Axl or you?" 


"Axl is technically the leader but otherwise, | do because he doesn't deal with business well," Izzy responded. 


"Regardless, lets stop wasting time. Who is your new enemy?" 
Joe smirked in response. "Do you recall how | said we're keeping our eye on the Bach gang?" 
"Mhm," Izzy replied. "So he's the problem?" 


"Aye, and his ally; the deth gang." 


Izzy snickered and shook his head, but it was good they knew this now rather than later. 


"Keep your boys close and your phone lines open, we'll keep in touch," Izzy said. 


Four: Threats, Enemies, and Bonding 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter; | apologize for waiting so long to post this since it has been done for some time but here it 


is and | hope you like it. | have it marked as adult because there is some violence although it's light but | 


thought I'd be safe rather than sorry. 


Monday... 
5:25pm. 
Week four. 


Steve looked at the display in silence as Viv chuckled at him. It was clear he hadn't been to a mall in a long 


time, so in a sense, this was cute. 
"When was the last time you were at a mall?" Viv asked. 
"| don't even recall," Steve replied. "What about you?" 


"On one of my last jobs with Coverdale, | came here but as for pleasure, its been quite some time," Viv 


replied. "Try to relax, love." 


Steve nodded slowly but he found it hard to enjoy himself in such a crowded place. Although he did start 
looking at jackets, he still felt awkward being here. Vivian chuckled as he glanced over at a display of jewelry 
and slowly migrated over to the necklaces. Steve pulled the jacket off the clothing rack and turned to search 
for Vivian He scanned the area and finally caught sight of Viv near the jewelry, before walking up beside him. 


"Do you see something you like?" Steve asked. 


Viv shook his head and smiled. "I find crosses fascinating and some of these are quite--l don't know. Are you 


ready?" 


Steve nodded but he didn't miss how Vivian changed the subject. He urged Steve to follow but instead, Steve 
waited until he got far enough and decided he would buy one of the necklaces. He paid for his jacket with the 
necklace and caught up with Vivian. He frowned when Viv grabbed his arm and quickly led him through the 


crowds. 


"We're being followed,” Viv said, quietly. 


Monday... 
b:l5pm. 
Week four. 


Lewis was shocked, utterly shocked. His group had banded together with the Crue and he had asked Nikki to get 
Collen's attention. However he didn't ask him to knock the hell out of him, kidnap him, and bring him. 

"| didn't want him hurt," Lewis gripped. 

"My way or else and | was bored," Nikki shrugged. 

Lewis glared at before kneeling next to Collen and shaking him awake. Collen jumped up and looked around, taking 

in his surroundings. He recognized Lewis and Nikki but he didn't recognize this location. He frowned and stood up 
immediately before backing away. 

"What the bloody ‘ell is wrong with you?" Collen snapped. 

"l asked him to get your attention, he chose this way to do it," Lewis responded. 

"Bloody bastard, the whole lot of you," Collen frowned. "What do you want?" 

‘I'm sorry mate," Lewis responded, nonchalantly. "I want you to join this gang again 

"Nol" Collen responded. 

"What do they ‘ave that we don't?" Lewis asked. 

"Stability, control, and public professionalism," Collen answered, easily. 


"But mate, what about us?" Lewis asked. 


"We are done..” Collen frowned. "I'm a swinger mate, you knew that. Besides you're Tracii's lad now and you do 
not swing; you prefer stability.’ 


Lewis frowned even though he knew it was true. 


"Look mate, we don't have to be enemies but I've found my place. Perhaps you should shape up your gang and 
stop being Tracii's bitch." 


Lewis frowned but nodded as Collen turned on his heel and walked away. Lewis didn't try to stop him and he 


stopped Nikki from trying as well. 

"You're letting him go? This was a waste of my time," Nikki groaned. 
"You were doing nothing significant anyway," Lewis muttered. 

Nikki glared but shrugged at the same time. 

Monday... 


b:35pm. 
Week four. 


Joe tapped his fingers against the steering wheel and waited for Phil to arrive. Finally Phil walked out of 
darkness and got in the car with a chuckle. 

"Phil Lewis with his foolish tricks but we've sorted it," Phil said. 

"So he doesn't need to be dealt with?" Joe asked. "He did hit you." 

"No!" Phil replied. "I've dealt with it." 


Joe nodded and drove off toward the mall. Phil raised his brows but refrained from saying anything right 
away, at least until Joe parked. 


"Why are we here?" Phil asked. 

Joe said nothing; he nodded toward the entrance of the mall where Viv ran out with Steve, who was frowning 
and following along. Viv got to the car and pushed Steve in first but frarkly, Steve was getting tired of being 
pushed and pulled 


‘Its me they're after, he shouldn't have to deal with my choices," Viv said, quietly. 


"Vivian, | told you not to run off again and that's exactly what you're trying to do," Joe said. "Get your bloody 


arse in this damn car..NOW!" 


Viv thought over it for a minute and nodded slowly before climbing in. He sighed as Joe hummed and drove off. 
Viv opted to stay silent until he was spoken to. 


"Did you bring a car?" Joe asked. 


"No, we took a cab," Viv answered. 


"l'Il beat the ‘ell out of you if you try to play hero again,’ Joe snapped. "This is not some lonesome ranger 
movie, we are a gang and we are in everything together no matter who is responsible for the original problem. 
Am | clear?" 

"Crystal clear," Viv answered, quietly. 

"Good!" Joe nodded. "Do you know who was following you?" 

"He was rather covered up but it looked like Tommy Aldridge from what | can see." 

"Is he a major player in Coverdale's gang?" Joe asked. 

‘Somewhat but not as much as Rudy is," Viv said. "Rudy and John are his right and left hand men. Tommy is 
somewhat like the third most important to David, depending on the situation. He tries to protect Tommy to be 
fair." 


"Depending on the situation?" Phil questioned, raising a brow. 


"You see, he changes. One thing that stays the same is Rudy but with the rest of them, his mind changes and 
depending on the job or situation determines who he prefers. | spose it's pretty basic stuff," Viv nodded. 


Joe frowned. "Does he even care of his mates in the gang?" 


"| can say a lot of negative facts about him but one positive thing is he does care about them. | was always 
the new guy so we never really developed that bond but he does care about the rest of them. I'll give him 


that," Vivian said. 


Joe nodded and drove around the block a few times before cutting down an alley before finally going back to 
the hideout. He parked the car and nodded his head, urging the others to go inside. Steve obligated like he 
always did and Phil had no reason to disobey. Viv thought a minute but ultimately joined his mates inside. Joe 
didn't seem mad though, Vivian's words explained why he had a hard time developing a bond. Even though Steve 
and he were together, it still seemed as if he was struggling. 


"Vivian." Joe called. 

Vivian looked up slowly and followed Joe out to the patio. Vivian didn't dare say the first word; he knew better 
than that. Joe took a sip of the tea he grabbed from the fridge and placed his free hand against the wooden 
railing. 


"Do you not trust us? Or me? Do you really dislike us?" Joe asked. 


"No, | do trust you--" 


"Then what the ‘ell is the issue?" Joe asked, interrupting. 


"The issue isn't whether | ‘ave trust in you or the guys, it's the fact that | do trust you and | do love you lot. 
Mate, you gotta understand." Viv sighed, and lit himself a cigarette. "I did trust David, no matter how brief it 

was, | trusted him at one point and | liked Coverdale's gang at one point; | thought the feeling was mutual but | 
was wrong. Betrayed, | was, and | swore | would never clench onto something like that again. I'm used to relying 
on myself, in a sense being alone despite being in a gang. You're not Coverdale, | know, but | can't help but fear 


falling too deep. There's a problem though!" 
"What problem?" Joe asked. 


"Steve," Viv answered, honestly. "I know we ‘aven't been together that long but I'm fallin’ for him. No matter 


how hard | try to retain myself, it's no use." 


"He's fallin’ for you," Joe answered, quietly. "Mate. cant make you see my point but | can't have you throwing 


yourself in danger either." 


Viv frowned and Joe chuckled, almost as if he knew Vivian was frowning without looking. He was a very 


perspective man despite Steve being the observant. 


‘lm not kicking you out if that's what you think," Joe chuckled. "I think you fit our group quite well, we've all 
had trust issues at some point. | need you to try and see that our trust and our loyalty runs deep though and 
stop playing the damn hero." 


Viv mused. "Right! Sorry..really | am, that sounded sarcastic but | meant it. | do trust you Joseph, | do, and 
you're right. I'm with you guys until the end if the end ever happens and if not, I'm with you regardless." 


Joe, nodded, satisfied with that answer despite the usage of his full first name. "I know, that's why you're my 


left-hand man" 

"Really?" Viv responded, raising his brows in surprise. "| would've thought you'd name Phil.” 

"No," Joe interrupted. "He's really good at what he does but he's too reckless and even so, he's accepted 
another position He's good being the runner and the shooter. | need someone a little less unpredictable and a 
little more willing to slow down, Sav and you are my right and left hand men. Do you accept your position?" 
Viv thought over the answer before nodding. "I'm honored and | accept" 

July. 


The next Monday... 
6:46pm. 


Week One. 


Izzy leaned back on his motorcycle and smirked, confidently. Duff sat on a motorcycle of his own, slinging a pair 
of keys between his fingers. Steve laid back across the trunk of the car and exhaled cigarette smoke. His legs 
hung off the car and spread slightly, making space for Vivian to stand with his back facing Steve. Phil lay next 
to him, sharing the cigarette and Sav stood, loyally, next to Joe. 

"What's the word in the street?" Joe asked. 


Izzy snickered. "Dave Mustaine's gang is gaining momentum and they've partnered with Coverdale's gang." 


Viv snickered but refrained from saying anything. Joe seemed to share his amusement and therefore was 


snickering as well. Steve sat up and ruffled his own hair. 

"They'll declare war or what they call war at some point, you know that, yes?" Joe said, finally. 
"Yes British man, | know that," Izzy replied. "Will you be ready?" 

"Yes," Joe answered with hesitation. 


"Great then!" 


Joe watched Izzy and Duff rev up their motorcycles before taking off. Eventually he turned to his boys and 


raised his brows. 

"We'll need more ammo and more weapons if a battle does come out of this," Joe said 
"Leave that to me," Phil replied, before sitting up. "I'll handle that aspect." 

"I can handle the spying," Steve said. 

Sav nodded. "And I'll handle the preparation and planning the best tactic." 

"Good!" Joe nodded. "In the meantime, | need to pull off a few jobs." 


Viv nodded lightly and glanced at Steve. He reached over the car for something before he realized it was a 


magazine for Viv's firearm. He handed it to him and nodded. 


If Joe was going on some jobs, then Sav and Viv were going with him. It was pretty much a given and everyone 
reacted normally to it. It wasn't a shock anymore; they all had been in gangs long enough to know that the 
leaders of these gangs usually took their right and left hand men with them. 


July. 
Monday... 
Il:46pm. 
Week One. 


Joe walked in the lounge and yawned, seemingly bored. Sav and Viv followed behind him, acting as if nothing had 
happened, Phil lowered his paper magazine and chuckled at their reactions. 

"Good fight?" Phil asked 

"Aye," Joe replied 

"Can | ask where Steve is?" Viv asked. 

"OF course you can and | don't know," Phil answered 

"What do you mean you don't know?" Joe frowned. 


‘| mean | don't know," Phil said. "I'm not his keeper--in all honestly, he said he needed to get out about an hour 


ago and hasn't been back. | tried his pager and he's not responding." 


Viv frowned at that and he could see Joe's jaw tighten too. They were especially concerned when David had 


almost confirmed he would target Vivian's weaknesses. 

"We need to find him," Joe said. "Vivian, go!" 

"Right!" Vivian responded. 

Joe would've gone with him but he did have other things to do and he had to be a leader too. Vivian did leave 
and decided to try the mall again before going back to his former home. He still didn't find Steve but he had a 
few ideas of where Steve could be. He checked the local stores, the lakes, and finally went to the pub. He did 
find Steve's car there but the tires were flattened. Viv frowned and checked the car before he went inside the 
pub and into the loo. He was surprised when he was slammed, back first, against the wall by Steve, who looked 
just as surprised. 

"Vivian." Steve said, softly before letting his boyfriend go. 

"Why did you do that?" Vivian asked. 


“Somebody is following me," Steve frowned. "You know something and you're not telling me. Who is stalking me?" 


"Coverdale's gang," he answered, honestly. 

"Why?" 

"They're after--|--" 

"Don't hesitate, | can spot lies from the truth a mile away so just tell me.’ 
"My weaknesses," Viv sighed. "They're after my weaknesses." 


"What does that have--" Steve started, but stopped dead in his words and looked up at Vivian, who slowly 
nodded. 


"Now you know..let's go," Vivian said, softly. 
Steve slowly nodded and went back to the hideout with Vivian. Joe pushed himself off the couch and frowned. 
"Where did you go?" Joe asked, sternly. 


"A pub," Steve answered. "You guys are keeping things from me and now | find out I'm being stalked? What is 
with this rubbish, Joe? I'm not some bloody chavvy." 


"You told him he was being stalked?" Joe asked, turning his gaze to Vivian. 

"He already knew, someone flattened his tires. So when he asked, | didn’t lie," Viv explained. 
"I should know if someone's after me, damn you Joe," Steve snapped. 

"Shut up!" Joe said, calmly. 

"You thought you could just--" 

"| said shut up," Joe repeated, a little more stern 


Immediately Steve did quiet down and slowly, he lowered his head, almost as if he were ashamed he disobeyed. 
Viv watched their interaction closely as Joe sighed, almost silently. 


"Steve, look at me," Joe said, quietly. 


Steve looked up slowly and sighed. He chose not to say anything since they may be close but they were still a 


gang and the rule was to always show the leader respect no matter what gang it was. 


"For one, | wanted to confirm instead of feeding you rubbish so | opted out of telling you right away. Secondly, 


we've all been through quite a bit but you've been hit hard when it comes to stalking. | was waiting for the 


right moment," Joe explained, calmly. 

"Joe." Steve paused. "| know you mean well but please don't keep things from me; you either Vivian 

"As you wish," Vivian said, quietly. 

Joe only nodded and walked away as Steve guided Vivian into the room he chose as his. Vivian had opted out of 


getting another place at the moment and chose to live at the hideout since it did have bedrooms. Viv wanted 


to ask about Steve's past but he opted out of doing so. 


Five: Severity of the Situation 


Author's Notes: 

This chapter is leading up to the question regarding Steve's past, which will be said in the next chapter or 
some of it. | am proud of this chapter though and sorry guys, Izzy and Nikki are enemies right now lol. We are 
leading to a gang war but it's working progress. 


dy 
Tuesday.. 
7:46am. 

Week One. 


Viv leaned over the toilet and took a deep breath after vomiting. Sometime during the night, he had gotten ill 
suddenly and barely slept. Then approximately two hours ago, he found himself running to the loo and had 
remained at the toilet since then. 

"Vivian, do you need anything?" Steve asked. 

| don't even know love," Viv replied, eyes closed, leaning against the toilet. 

"You're going to stay here today; I'll have Phil take your place temporarily," Joe said. 

"Mate, its--" Viv stopped mid-sentence leaned over the toilet to vomit again. 


"There's no arguing this, you're staying," Joe said. "Steve, stay with him." 


Steve nodded and rubbed Viv's back as Joe exited the room and made his way to the lounge. Phil glanced up 


and frowned. 
"Call me paranoid but it looks like he was poisoned mate,” Phil said. 
| was thinking the same," Joe replied, lowly. "It had to be Coverdale's gang." 


It was Sav's turn to frown. David was making more obvious choices now, which meant he was trying to prompt 


them to take action. This wasn't going to end well if this kept up. 


dily 
Tuesday.. 
100pm. 

Week One. 


David sat firmly on the chair and looked over the video cameras of their property. Rudy could see he was not 
pleased about the recent developments but he said nothing. 

"Did you kill him?" David asked. 

"There wasn't enough to kill him," Tommy replied. 

"Good!" David said, which surprised Tommy. 


"Good?" Tommy asked, confused. 


"I want him dead, that much is true but not by something like that. | want to kill him with my hand," David 


explained. "Don't commit acts like that again, not against him. | will deal with him." 
"Sorry," Tommy sighed. 


David snickered. "You meant well, | know. If you commit another act, ask my permission first and don't kill him. 


Now locate him and don't touch him, not yet" 
"Already done!" Tommy said. "We've located their hideout." 


David smirked and stood up, snapping his fingers as his guys began getting ready for an ambush. 


diy 
Tuesday.. 


5:00pm. 
Week One. 


Joe returned to the hideout to find it completely vandalized. He cursed and cautiously walked for the door. The 
only thing that stopped him was Steve's voice. He turned immediately as Phil looked around, almost expecting 
someone to come after them. Steve was sitting in his car with the door open and Joe could see there were a 
few things in the back. Viv was in the passenger's side with his door open as well. 


"Let's go," Joe said. 


Joe was a bit anxious but he wouldn't let on about how much. When he reached the door, he could see Vivian 


loading his weapons. Joe glanced in the back seat and Rick Allen was sitting there with some of Vivian's things. 


"If you had gone in there, you might have walked into a trap," Viv commented. "Coverdale's gang was behind 
this and Mustaine was with him." 


"Damn him," Joe cursed. "I should have known that myself" 
‘| sincerely thought | was cautious about coming and going," Viv said. "I must have gotten sloppy or something.’ 


"No! He had a note on the counter.he followed me," Steve said, earning a surprised look from Vivian. "Last 


night!" 

Joe grit his teeth. "Stephen, you're usually more careful." 

"| know but--" 

"Don't disappear like that again, am | clear?" Joe snapped. 

"Yes!" Steve answered, tightening his jaw. 

"We all have flats, we'll need to reside there for now," Joe said, and then looked at Viv. "You come with me, 
we're going to get you a flat. While we do that, | want you to call Izzy and fill him in, Sav. While | am gone, | 


want everyone to start thinking about a new location and what they would like in it" 


Sav made no objections and went to do just that. On the other hand, Vivian got out of the car and walked 


around the car. Steve remained silent; Joe had rendered him silent and now he found no reason to say anything. 
"Let's go," Joe said. 


Vivian nodded and turned his gaze onto Steve, before following after Joe. Nobody said much after they left, in 
fact, everyone pretty much kept their thoughts to themselves. 


Meanwhile, Joe led Vivian in a few areas before taking him to a set of homes in a row. Vivian didn't see much 
wrong with some of the places but they weren't his preference, or at least they weren't until now. Viv looked 
up at the places and it so happened that the one he liked the most was the one for sale. 

"Do you like it?" Joe asked, quietly. 


"| haven't seen the inside but the outside is wonderful," Viv replied. 


Joe nodded as Viv stepped on the porch and peeked in the window. After a minute, he turned and looked at Joe. 


He nodded, only to receive a nod in return. Joe stepped away as Viv walked around the home and glanced in 


each window he could reach. He made his way around the house and finally reached the front of the house 


again, where Joe was greeting the seller. 


duly. 
Wednesday.. 


6:00pm. 
Week One. 


It took approximately twenty five hours to get everything signed and wait for the owner to clear the money. 
Viv was incredibly lucky the process was fast, seeing as these processes could take weeks at times. He had 
Joe and his connections to thank for that. Viv didn't have much so he moved what he had into the place and 


set up the house alarm. 


Meanwhile, Phil sat against the park bench and glanced up at Phil Lewis as he walked up. Collen was getting 
impatient and rather frustrated with the fact that Lewis couldn't accept he was out of their gang. 


"We got rid of Steve Riley," Lewis commented. 

"Great! There's a possibility for an alliance now," Collen replied, 

"Look Collen--" 

"Lewis, | have no issues with you. Let's keep it that way," Collen nodded. "I'm in Elliott's gang for good now." 
"Is this what you really want?" Lewis sighed. 

"Right now? Aye," Collen replied, brushing his thumb over Lewis's lip. "Get rid of Crue as an alliance." 


On another side of the park, Joe held out some maps and pointed at spots where he had last seen Coverdale. 


Izzy stood beside him and listened quietly to his words. 
"Coverdale is getting determined,’ Izzy chuckled. 


"He is," Joe nodded "He wants Vivian to suffer and because we accepted him as one of us, he'd like it if he took 


us out in the process." 
lzzy snickered. "You caused quite a commotion, haven't you Vivian?" 
"I spose | have," Viv answered, quietly. 


"Leave him be," Joe said, silently warning. "Coverdale is bonkers!" 


It had become clear to Izzy that Joe was growing quite close to Viv. It wasn't a problem exactly, but it would 


be a problem if something happened to Viv or worst of all, him. 

"That may be but there's no disputing the fact," Izzy shot back. "That aspect of the case doesn't matter now 
though but what does matter is the eventual gang war. We're going to have to call one or else he'll continue 
his antics." 

| know but | need an approximate time of when you guys will be able to do this," Joe nodded. 

"Give me time to talk to the boys and I'll get back with you," Izzy replied. 


"Done!" 


After their little meeting, Ded Flatbird went off to buy a hideout. It was similar to their last one except a little 


bigger and even more private. It was hidden and that was what Joe wanted. 


Now that the day was slowing down, Viv decided to enjoy a moment on the patio with some brew. 


diy 
Week One. 


Affer Joe literally ordered him to go home for some rest, Viv finally did as he was told. Instead of returning 
to his own home, Steve decided to pay a visit to a corner shop and meet Vivian at his flat. He made his stop 
at the shop quick and immediately walked to the location he was told Viv lived. He glanced around the 
neighborhood and walked up to the door, and knocked. Viv didn't take long in answering and after glancing around 
quickly, he pulled Steve in 

"Thankfully," Viv said. "| thought someone was following me." 

‘In a sense, that's true," Steve replied, quietly. 


Viv smirked. "If you were my only concern, | wouldn't fuss.” 


Steve chuckled and remained still as Vivian leaned in to kiss him. Finally he did kiss back and wrapped his arms 
around Vivian's neck. He pulled back after a minute and held up the bottle of alcohol. 


"| brought us drinks," Steve chuckled. 


"You're perfect," Viv replied with a chuckle of his own. 


Steve smiled and helped himself in Viv's flat. 


Izzy gazed at the motorcycle he had just finished not long ago. It was lit in flames and Izzy wasn't pleased with 
that but he knew who did this. Nikki knew how much time he put into this bike and he was the only one who 


would seek revenge in that way. 


Nikki wasn't very mature at times; in fact, he had more maturity than Nikki Sixx times ten He did tend to take 
rejection harshly but it wouldn't have happened if Nikki didn't break his trust. 


"You've made a new enemy, Sixx," Izzy chuckled. 
‘Iz? Did you say something?" Duff asked. 
"Nol" Izzy replied. "Just examining the damage but Sixx is now an enemy." 


"| could have guessed,” Duff snickered. 


At the same time.. 


Nikki chuckled and watched the scene from a distance. There was no doubt that Izzy knew who was responsible 
but Nikki wanted it known. His damned ex should know who was responsible and why he shouldn't mess with 
him. 


"Mess with the bully and you get the horns, Iz," Nikki said to himself. 


While he truly did believe that, he knew Izzy would shoot back with a trick of his own. So Nikki would definitely 


need to keep his eyes open and keep Izzy within eye view. 


Six: End the Suspense 


Author's Notes: 
This one is a little longer and | do want to WARN that there are sensitives subjects that may be hurtful or 
too touchy for some people, which is why | set it as adult. 


July. 
Thursday... 
3:00am. 
Week One. 


Steve lifted his head and attempted to shift but Viv still had him pinned against the headboard of the bed; 
though he had long since let Steve's legs fall. Once again, Steve tried to shift but Viv stopped him, bringing him 
to shift his gaze with a frown. 

"You rarely let me look at you," Viv clarified. "Let me see you." 


"You've seen me," Steve shot back. 


"Not really," Viv said. "The first time we did it, you covered up quickly. You're always quick to cover up or 


dress yourself. I'm not going to make a mockery of you; let me see you." 

Steve frowned but he leaned back and Viv took a moment to glance down at the body that belonged to his 
boyfriend. He truly was something else; he had a body to kill for, no doubt. Everything was just the right size, 
just the right length, and just the right color. 

"Breath-taking," Viv said, softly, before he finally let him move. 

Steve took the opportunity to look down at Viv's body as he backed up and grabbed his shoulders quickly. Viv 
took the moment to watch Steve's reactions and he felt as if it was the first time Steve was really looking at 
him. Viv couldn't help but smile slightly as Steve's eyes scanned down and then back up his body. 
"Breath-taking indeed," Steve whispered, sliding his hand along Viv's waist. 


"Have you ever really looked?" Viv asked. 


"Nol" Steve answered. "| just--It occurred to me that it's okay to look" 


"Well ‘course it is love," Viv chuckled. "I take it l'm your first?" 


First boyfriend, yes," Steve nodded. "| had a girlfriend in high school but it didn't last long. | wasn't allowed to 


be with anyone; what about you?" 

‘Nothing has ever lasted too long with me but now that I'm with a loyal group, | expect this to last. You're my 
second lover, first boyfriend. | had a fling before you but it fizzled after--certain events. It wasn't a real 
lover, it was just sex here and there," Viv replied. "It's not that | found the idea completely foolish even so, in 
fact | came close to having a boyfriend but it didn't fall through." 

"Why?" Steve asked, curiously. 


"Gang Conflicts..we were each loyal to our respected gangs but it ended up being for the best, he fell in love 
anyway and | wasn't willing to stop my life for him. It wasn't meant to be," Viv replied. 


"Apparently not," Steve nodded, idly. 


"Times are different now, so don't think on it too much," Viv said with a slight smile. "Can | ask you something 


though?" 

"Yes, you can," Steve replied. 

"What is with you and Joe?" Viv asked. 

"Hasn't someone ever been protective over you?" Steve replied with another question 


"No," Viv answered, bluntly. "I've never had anyone; even when | mum was alive, | was the one watching her. 


You lot are the first ones to ever really show some sort of protective measures.” 

Steve frowned a little bit. "You haven't had it easy, have you?" 

"Who has?" Viv shrugged. "I'm okay now though." 

Steve thought over that answer before he finally nodded. He got out of bed and pulled his clothes on before he 
went to call Joe. Viv threw the sheets in the clothes bin and pulled some clothes on himself. He glanced up as 
Steve walked back in and chuckled. 

"Joe's coming!" Steve announced. 


“All right," Viv nodded. 


It didn't take long for Joe to arrive and he brought Sav with him. Viv invited them in and locked the door after 
they entered the flat. Joe helped himself to the lounge as Steve got them all drinks. 


"It appears the Crue are now rivals; Izzy contacted me and informed me of this," Joe said. 
"Damn!" Viv cursed. "But | spose we saw that comin’, didn't we?" 


"Yes, we did but on a brighter note, Collen got Lewis to end his alliance with Crue and we now have the La 


Guns as allies," Joe nodded. "However, I'll be meeting Izzy tonight and I'll require your presence." 
"Done!" Viv nodded. 


Viv glanced toward the kitchen when he heard cursing, so Sav got up to see what the commotion was. Viv kept 


his gaze at the kitchen entryway, ignoring Joe's stare. 


"My guess is your curiosity is getting the best of you. According to Steve, you're asking questions about his 


past more often," Joe said. 
"l'm just curious but if it bothers you both, I'll drop it," Viv replied 


"| didn't take him to bed if that's what you're assuming," Joe chuckled, looking down, before looking back up. "Do 


you not believe me?" 


‘Its not that," Viv sighed. "Your protective nature over him interests me. | spose you could say it's because 
before you mates walked into my life, | didn't have that closeness. | wouldn't dispute that if that's what you 
chose to believe; it's probably true. Be that as it may be, the mystery surrounding his past still brings out 


my curiosity, especially since | lo--" 


Viv stopped just short of finishing his sentence but Joe didn't miss the fact that he almost admitted his love 


for Steve. He chuckled and glanced down before looking up at Vivian again. 

"Do you love him Vivian?" Joe asked. 

"Ahh |--I don't like making confessions about love because it puts me in a vulnerable position and reveals my 
weaknesses; it was already suspected though, David wouldn't have targeted him otherwise. That being said, 
you're my friend, my boss, and someone I've learned to trust," Viv said, but paused. 

He didn't miss the softening of Joe's expressions and smiled slightly at the reaction 

"| imagine if | ever had the chance to feel love in the past, it would have felt something like this. Something like 
what | feel for Steve, thus why my curiosity is sparking. | do love him and | never did feel this in the past," 
Viv finished. "In a sense | see why you protect him so much; | feel the need to protect him as well, despite 


knowing he's capable of handling himself but I'm just wondering what led you to do that.” 


"Come outside with me and we'll chat," Joe chuckled. 


Vivian nodded and followed Joe outside. Joe lit a cigarette and took a puff of it before handing it off to Vivian. 
The Irishman gladly took the cig and took a puff of it. 


"Let's end the suspense,” Joe said, finally. 
"What do you mean?" Viv asked, 


"Steve and |," Joe clarified. "I didn't sleep with him but | thought about it. | wasn't in love with him that way 
but | thought about it regardless." 


"You thought about it?" Viv asked. "Let me guess? You love Phil?" 


"Phil is just a bunch of fun and | could love the lad but no. I'm a swinger mate," Joe said, slowly. "But..Sav..1 do 
feel something for." 


‘Ohh! It makes sense now," Viv nodded. "Anyway, you were saying you thought about Steve?" 
"Yes," Joe nodded. "| didn't want his first time to be rape and | feared he would be raped" 
"By whom?" Viv asked. 


"People his father knew," Joe answered, casually. "His father has abused him for as long as | can remember. 
We were fairly young when we met, children, but we lost touch after a while; his dad moved and obviously he 
went with him. We were in our post childhood, pre-adulthood, when we got back in touch. After the death of 
his mum, his father moved back and while he was never willing to admit the abuse before, he started opening 
up. | had my gang at this time but it was small time, nothing like it is now. He'd come to school with black 
eyes, bruises, cuts, and started talking about the verbal abuse. My attention was shifted when Steve 
mentioned his father tried to use him as payment for drugs." 


"His father tried to sell him?" Viv asked, almost sounding as if he were offended. 


"| don't want to go that far but | will; | believe he did try to sell im although he goes silent on the subject. | 
don't even know if his father ‘as hurt him in ways that are too horrible to be mentioned but | don't ask and 
he doesn't talk. | figured if | slept with ‘im and someone did rape ‘im when | wasn't able to be there, his first 
time wouldn't be such a horrible memory but we backed out at the last minute. | was in bed with ‘im, | held 
‘im, | kissed ‘im, but | couldn't take it from him, not for that reason. He just looked too fragile--I love him 


Vivian but not in that way. So | pulled back and let it be, and he accepted that," Joe paused. 
"Oh!" Viv mused. 


"Instead, | pulled a few strings and got the gang some allies so | could get him away from his father and the 
people who were around ‘im. When | got to him, his father had his hands around his throat so | shot ‘im in the 


arm and got Steve out. His father would have killed him if | didn't get there. His father did hire someone to 
stalk him for a while but that stopped after a while. That's why he feels he owes me his life, mate. You were 
with us when we finally killed his father. There was a long period where Sav and Steve were my only friends, 
and they stayed with me a long time. Eventually Pete joined us and so did Rick, | met Phil some time back but 
you were with us when he joined us finally. | vowed | would repay that favor and | will never stop. They've 
repaid the favor as well and | expect that to remain the same both ways. Do you believe it sounds foolish to 


protect someone l'm not sleeping with?" Joe explained. 

"Not really love," Viv responded. "It's admirable!" 

‘lm in a gang but | ‘aven't lost all my morals and | agree. | do like sex Vivian but I'm not sleeping with him, it's 
just a strong bond, a devotion, and something that will never falter. | think I've told you enough for now but | 
will tell you more of our past in due time," Joe replied, before shifting the attention. "I find it hard to believe 
you have nobody." 


"Believe it Joe," Viv chuckled. "| used to have a fling and she wasn't a terrible person, or so | believed. | don't 


think we were ever in love but we were lusting. It faltered quickly though after certain things--" 

"What things?" Joe asked. 

Viv looked up at him and muttered something, causing Joe's eyebrows to lift but quickly lower again. He 
expressed sympathy but Viv shook his head, indicating he didn't want to talk about that. He was eager to 
change the subject and he did. 


"I thought | had the guys in the Coverdale gang but | learned the truth eventually. | have always been a loner.” 


"I see," Joe mused, obligating with his silent request to change the subject. "Get used to having us here; we're 


not leaving." 

Viv smiled slightly. "It's different, | admit, but it's nice. It's nice to have someone, anyone, just someone | can 
consider mine; a family. You say | should get used to having you here but get used to having my loyalty mate, 
another mate." 


"Glad you think so and glad you feel that way," Joe nodded, returning the smile for once. 


They both opted out of speaking when Steve opened the door. Viv immediately greeted him with a smile and 
accepted the drink he was offered. Steve looked at him suspiciously but he merely gave a toothy grin 


"Stop grinning at me like that, what are you up to?" Steve said. 
"Nothing, we should prep for our meeting with lz," Viv replied, chuckling. 


Joe gave Steve a knowing look and walked back inside with a light chuckle. Viv held his hands up and shook his 


head but Steve wasn't buying any of it. 

"I find out what you were talking about," Steve said 

"| have no doubt you will” Viv chuckled "Hf you must know..we were talking about you and your father: 
Steve blinked but nodded slowly. "He told you of my past, didn't he?" 

"That he did," Viv nodded. "Or some of it" 


Steve looked in the door at Joe, only to receive a nod. Steve nodded again and accepted that without much else 


said. Steve held up a finger and walked up to Joe in the kitchen. 
"How did he take it?" Steve asked. 


"He was understanding," Joe replied, knowingly. "You asked me to dig in his past and | did. | believe him when he 
says he wasn't in love with his ex-fling but I'm not going to say much about the specifics of the breakup, 
Steve." 


"Why?" Steve asked. 


Joe looked up. "He lost someone Steve, | can see the hurt in his eyes when he mentions it but | believe if 
you're determined to find out, ask him yourself; | told him about your past for certain reasons but | won't spill 
this secret of his, not this. | think | understand why he is how he is now though. Now let's get ready to meet 
Izzy" 


Steve stood there in surprise as Joe walked past him. He closed his eyes for a minute as Viv walked in and 
looked at him with concern. Steve turned and hugged him immediately. Slowly, Vivian hugged back and concluded 
pretty quickly as to why Steve suddenly got affectionate suddenly. 


‘| want you to talk to me later," Steve said. "But for now, let's go." 
"Fair enough!" Viv nodded. 

July. 

Thursday.. 


4:00am. 
Week One. 


Joe showed up at a club called The Sparkle Lounge and to his pleasure, Izzy was already there. Vivian paid 
attention to everything Joe and Izzy were saying but said nothing unless he was spoken to. 


"So Crue has waged war?" Joe asked. 


"In their own little immature way, yes," Izzy chuckled. "Nikki has a particular way of sending warnings. Not to 


mention, he's banded together with Mustaine." 
"He took your breakup rough, ain't that right?" Joe asked. 
"Maybe, but | still believe he just doesn't like having no control over a situation," Izzy snickered. 


Joe snickered, too. "Maybe so. We have a new hideout, perhaps we should invest in a place we can meet up 


with allies." 
"Not a bad idea," Izzy nodded. "We obviously shouldn't use our gang hideouts!” 
| agree," Joe nodded. 


"IIl find the joint hideout and call you," Izzy said "My gang has agreed to a gang war but the specifics are 
sketchy; I'll get back to you on that too." 


"Sounds like a plan," Joe replied 

Once Joe took his leave, his gang followed after him. 
July. 

Thursday.. 


7:00pm. 
Week One. 


Viv pulled his jacket on after combing his hair. He could see Steve in the bedroom from the corner of his eye 
and he knew he was thinking of something. He had an idea of what that was since they didn't talk once they got 


in earlier. 


"Vivian, you know a lot of my past but what | want to know is your past," Steve said, bluntly. "Who did you 


lose?" 
Viv sighed. "He didn't tell you?" 
"Nol" Steve answered. "He said you lost someone but didn't say who and told me to ask you." 


"Steve, is this really necessary?" Viv sighed, again. 


"You don't trust me, do you?" Steve answered, quietly. "| gave myself to you; Joe told you a little about me, 


yet you still don't trust me." 


It might have been a little low to take that route in order to get answers but Steve was getting impatient now. 
Whoever Viv lost must have really hurt him though; it must have been the reason for Viv's change. 


"Don't say that Steve," Viv sighed, before turning to glance at him and Steve swore he could see hurt in his 
eyes. He highly doubted it was because of what he said though. It was the first time he really saw much from 
Viv, other than his usual expressions. 

"Please..." 

"My daughter; it was a miscarriage," Viv breathed. "| never thought | could fall in love with someone who 
hadn't been born yet but | did. Her mother was buying drugs from numerous drug dealers, and crashed her 
car on the way back from that. Her mum survived but we didn't last long after that. We were really young, 
barely adults, but | fell in love with the idea of being a father. | found out not only did David have something 
to do with me mum but he had an affair with me child's mum. It was never love..lust, maybe even a crush, 
but not love. | know that now because of you, but | can't fault her too much as | wasn't in love with her 


either." 


Steve sucked in a breath and released the breath after Vivian finished speaking before nodding. He left the 


room and came back a few minutes later with two cups of coffee. 
‘lm sorry, I'll drop it,” Steve said, quietly. 
"| don't mind being ‘onest with you but this is not something | want to talk about," Viv replied. 


"Understandable!" Steve nodded. "Anyway, Joe called and said Izzy got the joint hideout. At some point, we are 


to meet him at Ded Flatbird's personal hideout and Izzy will inform us when to meet and where." 
"Sounds good," Viv nodded, silently happy to change the subject. 


Out of nowhere, Steve moved up to Viv and kissed his lips, much to his surprise. Steve looked away, almost as 


if he were shy about what he did, but slowly he looked back at the curly head man. 
"| love you," Steve whispered. "I didn't mean to, | don't even like that | let myself but | do." 
"Vice versa," Viv chuckled. "I didn't purposely fall for you Steve. Love is a tricky thing but | did” 


Steve smiled but just barely and immediately he turned away. 


Seven: The Last Straw 


Author's Notes: 
Another longer chapter guys, sorry if that's an annoyance. I'm getting closer to the end though and the drawn 
out gang war that's supposed to happen will happen soon. SOME scenes may be disturbing or bothersome to 


some. 


July. 
Thursday.. 
|:0Qam. 
Week One. 


An emergency meeting was called and Joe rounded the flatbirds up before meeting Izzy at the location he was 
told to go. With any location they approached with caution but they had determined some time ago that Izzy 
was trustworthy. The location they met at was the joint hideout. 

"What's the meaning of this meeting?" Joe asked 

"There's a rat," Izzy said, getting straight to the point: 

"What?" Joe asked. "You mean the guys--" 

"Not the gang Ratt, | mean there's a snitch dude," Izzy interrupted 

"Fuck!" Joe cursed, 

"That's not the worst part; the snitch is telling the cops, as well as other gangs shit," Izzy said 

"Bloody 'elll" Joe cursed, turning his head, tightening his jaw. "I know my boys are not responsible.” 

"| have reason fo believe its Steven Adler," Izzy admitted. "He was thrown out of GNR recently" 

"You know if the bloody bobbies get their hands on us--' 

‘Hts behind bars, | know," Izzy grumbled. "We need to lay low for a few months until we can get things under 


control. Any business we do needs to be quiet and behind closed doors. The gang war is going to happen 


whether we're ready or not so well continue preparing for that" 


Joe cursed repeatedly but he eventually nodded. He didn't like that, not at all but there was no other choice 
right now. He knew Izzy was right and Izzy knew they wouldn't stay down for long. 


"lll keep in touch," Joe said. 

"Likewise," Izzy nodded. 

The two went their separate directions and nobody dared to say anything until Joe did first. They all knew the 
rules after meetings, wait for Joe to say something first. He was likely thinking of his next strategy and to 
interrupt him would cause problems with his moods so they opted out of doing that. Other gangs worked 
differently but that was how this group worked. 

They returned to their hideout in a short time and all rejoined in the lounge. Steve immediately began brewing 
some coffee as Viv and Sav followed after Joe. Rick took a seat on one of the chairs and sighed softly. Pete 
crossed his arms over his chest and sighed. 

"We'll need to comply," Joe said. 

"Comply?" Viv questioned, suspiciously. 

‘lm not going to play house to make these wankers happy for long but | will momentarily and | need you lot to 
as well. Any business will be kept behind closed doors but outside, keep a low profile. Play house," Joe said, 
before making a face. 

"Is this what you want?" Sav asked. 

"Nol" Joe admitted. "But it's what needs to happen right now." 

Viv groaned but nodded. "Understood!" 

Joe turned and pointed. "You keep tabs on Steve. You know how he gets sometimes, I'll contact you shortly." 
Viv only nodded to the words. Sav said nothing else on the matter, himself. Nobody was happy about the 


decision but they would comply with their leader. 


Two and a half weeks later.. 
July. 

Monday... 

2:00am. 

Week three. 


The banging on the door caused Steve to open the door and immediately Joe rushed in Steve looked at him 
with concern and shut the door quickly before he turned toward Joe. He waited patiently for Joe to turn and 
look at him, and when he finally did, Steve straightened his position. 


"Someone is spying on my flat," Joe said, calmly. "I rushed in because | wanted to make sure | wasn't still being 


followed. | am being stalked though." 

"By whom?" Viv asked from the couch. 

Joe turned, only noticing him now. "I'm not entirely sure; | was cautious, | watched my back yet someone still 
followed me to my place. | am almost certain | didn't lead them here, however, | had to take precautions. 
Whoever this is, they are someone close to the gangs.’ 


Viv narrowed his eyes. "Izzy suggested Steven" 


"I think he's possibility but on another note, how long have you been here Vivian? And how often have you 


come?" 


"Once a week and tonight, | was here approximately twenty minutes. That's how long | usually stay," Viv 


answered, 


"Good! | can't have you two seeing each other too much; it's suspicious and | realize its a burden on you. That 


being said, it's what has to be done," Joe nodded. 

It didn't exactly bother him if they were seen together, or not completely. Almost everyone knew Vivian had a 
soft spot for Steve; word spread around quickly. It was more that if something went wrong and they were 
attacked, Joe couldn't risk losing them both. It was a grim thought really, seeing as he cared for both of them, 
but that was the way it worked and even Joe had to think that way. 

"We understand Joe," Steve responded. 

"We do," Viv nodded in agreement. 

Joe nodded and turned to Steve, who never once looked away. Joe leaned over and kissed his head and motioned 
for Vivian to follow him out. Viv followed quickly and stepped onto the covered patio. Steve followed after a 
minute, which was more or less what Joe wanted him to do. 

"Whoever is after us is starting to pull attacks," Joe started, and turned. 


"What?" Viv frowned. 


Joe nodded. "Izzy informed me someone pulled a drive-by at Duff's place. He's fine but his place is a lost cause. 


The same happened with Slash and one of our own, Phil. Again, both are fine as neither were home at the time 


but it poses a threat." 


"Yes, especially since it seems they are going down the ladder if you will," Steve said. "Now you're being stalked 


Joe. 
"| know Steve-" 
"What if they kill you?" Steve asked. 


"They won't kill him," Viv said, suddenly. "Not only is he a smart lad but we won't allow it, not one of ours. Not 


now, not ever." 
Joe glanced at Viv and smirked; in return, he received a smirk back. Steve saw how close they were becoming 


and it took one worry off his mind. There was some questions about Viv when he first joined but now that Viv 


was becoming closer to Joe, it wasn't such a stress. 


July. 
Monday... 
4:00am. 
Week three. 


Viv parted his lips and opened his eyes to find Joe smirking at him. He merely returned the smirk and leaned 
back against the car. He sighed softly and glanced toward the store Steve walked into. They had arrive 
separately but they would leave together. 

"Give it another minute," Joe said, licking his lips. 


"lll wait as long as it takes," Viv replied, licking his own lips. 


Finally, Steve exited the shopping center with a bag in his hands and immediately he shoved Viv against the car, 
shoving a gun in his face. He dropped the bag as Vivian looked shocked but then frowned. 


"You're foolin' with me," Steve hissed. "You screwed me over." 
"That's enough," Joe said, sternly. 


Steve pulled away from Viv and glared at Joe, before he slowly pushed the gun back in his back pocket. Joe 


stepped between them and looked between the two lovers. 


"Not here," Joe said, sternly. "Now both of you..get your arses in the damn car." 


Steve grabbed his bag and got into the front seat, while Viv took the back seat. Joe got into the driver's side 
and drove them around the corner a few times before making a sharp turn. He glanced behind him to see if 


they were still being followed and sighed in relief before he turned in Steve's driveway. 
"Get inside!" Joe ordered. 


Steve and Viv did as they were told without saying much else, and Joe followed after them. He locked the door 
and turned before flipping his hand. 


"Alright, coast is clear," Joe said. 
Steve finally turned to Viv. "Did | hurt you?" 
"No, I'm okay love but you almost convinced me," Viv chuckled 


"Well we were putting an act on, | had to make it convincing," Steve smirked. 


Steve did kiss Vivian but it was a brief kiss and after, he finally turned toward Joe. Joe only chuckled at the 


two and crossed his arms; Viv realized he was a lot more light-heartened than he came across as at times. 
"How would you say he kisses?" Steve asked Joe. 
"Perfect," Joe simply replied, smirking. 


He had kissed Vivian at the store but it was all part of the act. The whole display was all part of the act and 


it was all to protect Steve. Even if Steve didn't realize Viv and Joe were mainly doing it for that reason 


July. 
Monday... 
7:00am. 
Week three. 


Joe left the back way with Vivian for a job and while Steve normally would go with him, he had a job of his 
own. Steve looked over the gift he bought for Vivian, while musing over the fact that he hadn't given it to him 
yet. They confessed their love and he was certain Viv was staying in the gang now. Love was distracting him 


though and he wasn't sure that put him in a safe position 


The only thing that took his mind away from the subject was the change in the air and the shadows on the 
wall. He slipped the gift under the couch and shifted his hands to the cushion before slowly moving his left 
hand to his pocket. He cursed when he felt cold steel against the back of his neck 

"Don't try it Clarky," Tommy chuckled. 

"Ah," Steve said. "Coverdale's bitch boy." 


"What does that make you to Joe?" Tommy chuckled. 


‘Or to Vivian for that matter? He's only in your group because Joe won't kick him out for your sake," David 


chuckled from somewhere behind him. "Call him back." 

"Nol" Steve said, calmly. 

He hissed when he felt the gun hit in against his back. He leaned forward as if he were going to fall but quickly 
turned and grabbed for the gun. He heard the hasty steps toward him and gasped when he felt several more 
hits against his back before he finally hit the ground. 

"I told you not to let his appearance fool you," David said, glancing at Tommy. "The kid can fight!" 


"I know," Tommy sighed. "| messed up!" 


Its forgiven now but you can't keep this up, boy. Now take him out but don't kill him, not yet, can you 


manage?" David said. 
"Yes" 


Steve gasped as several kicks were directed his way. Regardless, he wasn't going to call Vivian or Joe; he 
wouldn't lead them into a trap. 


At the same time... 


Joe glanced around the hideout as Izzy snickered and stood against the wall and waited patiently for his 
reaction Duff was with him as usually but Slash stood next to him. Vivian, Sav, and Pete stood behind Joe, 
glancing around as well. 


It's perfect for a joint hideout," Joe finally said 


"I thought so," Izzy responded. "So have you managed to gain any new alliances?" 


"Yes, Lewis's gang; Collen got him to break off his alliance with Crue, especially after Crue joined alliances with 
Coverdale. Collen has Lewis under his thumb," Joe nodded. 


"Good!" Izzy nodded in return. "There's a new gang around; they call themselves Struts. It is run by a guy 
named Luke and | managed to gain an alliance with them. | don't usually go for new gangs but man, these guys 
are good for newbies, which tells me they've known the score for a while; they can be trusted” 

"Well if you think they can be trusted, then I'll trust your judgment," Joe said. 


"Good call," Izzy snickered. 


Joe chuckled and nodded but said very little from then and on. Eventually he did leave and met up with Collen, 


who was sitting on the car. He glanced around for Steve and furrowed his brows. 
"Where is Steve?" Joe asked. "He was spose to meet Tony and then show up here." 
"He never showed," Collen said. "I figured he went with you guys instead, or he's just late." 


"| would have informed you if he were with us," Joe frowned. "Steve doesn't fail on jobs, not without good 


reason; he should be here." 
"Joe." Viv said, softly. 


Joe knew Vivian was getting antsy now and probably worried. Joe nodded and snapped his fingers as Phil jumped 
in his car as Joe got in his own car with the other three. Joe went around the block as Phil took a turn down 
another street to be sure nobody was following. Ultimately they all ended up at Steve's place though. When 
they got out of the car, they saw all the windows broken. Joe heard Vivian breathe in sharply but he managed 
to prevent his own gasp, although just barely. Joe retrieved his gun as the others followed his actions. 


"Watch your steps boys and call Rick just in case," Joe said. 
Joe signaled the boys to follow him in the window instead of using the door. When they got inside the house, 
the whole place was trashed; tables were turned over, papers were ripped, gunshots were in the wall and the 


thing that concerned them most was the blood on the floor. 


"Pete, Phil, watch your backs; Vivian, come with me to check the kitchen," Joe said, trying to prevent his voice 


from wavering. "Sav..." 
"The phone lines are cut Joe," Sav interrupted, as he put the phone down. 
Joe immediately walked into the kitchen and saw the trail leading outside. For the first time, he gasped sharply 


when he glanced outside to see Steve's hands tied above his head. A blindfold was over his eyes and he was 


tied to a branch on the tree. Next to him was a drawing of some sort; a symbol or pentagram drawing. He 


was just hanging limply there and he had obviously been beaten. Joe wondered if he was still alive to be honest 
and the minute Vivian walked in, he could see some emotion in Joe's eyes. Viv glanced toward the outside and it 
was his turn to gasp. 

"To hell with being cautious," Joe said, although he could barely hear himself at this point. 

Joe rushed out the back door and jumped the woodened railing. Viv was right behind him and when Joe raised 
his gun to shoot the ropes holding Steve up, Viv moved under Steve and caught him when he fell. Vivian fell to 
his knees and held Steve close to him. 

"He's not dead,” Viv said, softly. 

"Is he breathing?" Joe asked, softly as well. 

"|-| don't know but | imagine so..if David were going to kill him, he'd kill him in front of me," Viv replied. 

Viv finally let him go and checked to see if he were breathing before nodding and sighing in relief, hearing a 
relieved sigh from Joe too. Pete had already taken it upon himself to make the call to Rick from the car. Sav 
knelt down and checked his body for wounds, before glancing up. 

"Aside from the beating, he's been shot," Sav said, softly. 

"How bad is it?" Viv asked. 


"His side was hit but it's not a terrible wound,” Sav said. "It's not one he won't heal from..if he manages to 


recover from this whole thing." 


Viv sighed and pulled Steve against his chest, gently, and sighed softly. He stroked his fingers through his hair 
and kissed his head, as Joe untied his feet and hands. 


"Bloody ‘ell, this is my fault," Viv sighed. "This is my fault!" 
"Stop it Vivian," Joe frowned. 


"| dragged you guys unintentionally into this because of my issues with Coverdale and | nearly got him killed," 


Viv said. "| messed up." 


"Feuds ‘appen all the time; if it wasn't Coverdale, it would ‘ave been someone else. Now stop it," Joe replied. "We 


do need to talk though." 


Viv closed his eyes but opened them immediately when he heard Steve gasp, softly. Steve immediately swung 
at everyone around, hissing in the process and attempting to crawl away. The only thing that stopped him was 


Joe's voice calling his name. 


"Steve, I'm going to pull your blindfold off," Viv said, softly. 

Steve took a shaken breath and nodded. Viv slowly pulled his blindfold off. He could see bruises forming over 
his eyes and frowned, he couldn't help it, this was his fault. Rick finally arrived with his supplies and did what 
he could to treat Steve as he hissed. 

"You're not staying ‘ere Steve," Joe said. 


"Wh-Where do | go?" Steve asked, barely above a whisper. "Do you want me to get another flat?" 


"Eventually but you can decide where you want to stay," Joe said, softly. "If you want to stay with Vivian, | 


won't stop you. | won't keep either of you apart anymore; its doing no good anyhow." 


Steve nodded, blinking out tears. "You were doing WH-what was best..but | want to stay with Vivian eventually 
but I'm going to the hideout for now." 


Joe nodded. "That's fine. Rick | want you to take him and Phil, | want you to go with them." 

Viv pulled a key from his pocket and placed it in Steve's palm. "I'll be there soon," Viv said, softly 

Steve nodded and wet his lips with his tongue as Viv kissed his bruised lips, softly. Viv stood up and followed 
Joe back inside, brushing his finger over his back pocket. Sav remained next to Steve for a few minutes before 
he and Pete joined Joe and Viv. Joe didn't say anything, instead he got into the car and the other three 
followed suit. 

"Phil will inform Izzy," Joe said, quietly. "This gang war needs to happen soon" 

| agree," Viv replied, tightened his jaw. 

"The drawing..what did it mean?" Joe asked. 

"The original symbol was meant to represent the elements but when you reverse it like the drawing next to 
Steve was, it's a sign of contempt. It can mean a lot of things depending on who's drawing it but basically it's a 
sign of contempt," Viv explained. 

"Why would he draw that?" Joe asked, glaring, though not necessarily at Viv. 

‘lm sure he had Tommy do it but no matter," Viv started. "I'm catholic.. or | was growing up and it's almost a 
way to offend or threaten. Steve was a threat toward our gang and the symbol was meant as a threat 


towards me. A reversed star in a circle is contempt and Satanic." 


"Bastard made a mistake," Joe growled. "We'll meet Tony Kenning and then speak to Iz, and then we need to get 


back to Steve but Vivian.| said we needed to talk. Are you sure you've told me everything? If you tell me yes, 


| will believe you but | need to be sure; if it were anyone else, I'd do the same." 


| have except one thing." Viv said. "I was making out with him when | found out about me mum. | only did it to 
get in his office and find out about me mum; | told you | knew pretty early on something was off and that's 
the truth. He really didn’t like that | fooled him that way and he found out before he said it. That night you 
came to me, he said we were going on a job and that's the night | was stripped down and thrown out. | swear 
mate, that's the only thing | kept to myself, but he really doesn't like it when someone gets the best of him. | 
took several papers, including things about his gang. | ‘ave told Steve about this detail but l'm not keeping 
anything from you and | wasn't keeping this, | just didn't say it” 


Joe nodded. "I believe you; you don't have to try to convince me, | was just making sure." 


Viv sighed because it did seem like he was keeping things but at this point, he wasn't purposely keeping 
anything. He was just a quiet man and he didn't have time to talk about anything. 


"ll tell you anything else you want to know about them," Viv said, only remembering that Sav and Pete were in 


the car now. 


"Don't think too much on it blue eyes," Joe replied, softly. "It happens!" 


July. 
Monday... 
2:00pm. 
Week three. 


Viv sat on the couch in the joint hideout as Izzy and Joe spoke on the patio. Viv rubbed his fingernails along his 
jeans and sighed as he heard the voices all around him. It all sounded like it was from a distance though and 
when he glanced up, he saw Joe standing in front of him. 

"You're giving up?" Joe asked, raising a brow. 

"| never pegged you as a quitter," Izzy chuckled from somewhere behind. 

‘lm not quitting," Viv replied. 


"Really? You look done in," Joe responded, quickly. 


Viv closed his eyes, and opened them again with a smirk. "We never give in..but Steve..|-" 


Joe smirked a bit but his expression lightened when Viv spoke of Steve. If there was any doubt before, there 
was none now; Vivian loved Steve, not that he doubted it but it was a good confirmation. When Viv trailed off, 
he shook his head and smirked again. 

‘lm not a quitter, nor will | ever be mate," he said, and then glanced at Izzy. 

"Good because this would be a hella time to quit," Izzy said. "| got the guys on board for a gang war. Coverdale 
has Crue, Bach's gang, and Mustaine's gang; we have you guys and LA Guns, and Struts. Coverdale has another 
gang as well, we need to know who it is." 

"Tony Kenning is finding out that information," Joe nodded. 

"Good!" Izzy nodded. "They're jumping people so | suggest you don't go on alone." 

| agree and vice versa," Joe replied. 

Joe glanced around for Sav and Pete but found they weren't anywhere in view. He stepped down the hall and 
frowned when he heard whispers from the bathroom. Vivian slowly stood up but Joe held out his hand. He 
pushed the door open to find Sav against the sink with Pete kissing his neck. Joe managed to prevent any 
expression and cleared his throat. Pete and Sav straightened up and both of them looked embarrassed at being 
caught. 

"Here?" Joe asked, raising an eyebrow. 

"Sorry mate," Pete said, brushing past Joe. 

Sav didn't say anything; he simply passed Joe as Viv sighed since he knew Joe's silent feelings for Sav. 

July. 

Monday... 


5:00pm. 
Week three. 


Vivian exhaled the smoke he filled his lungs with and sat against the car, awaiting Sav and Pete to get back. 
They had gore inside the club to speak with Tony Kenning about his findings. 
"You alright?" Viv asked Joe, who stood in front of him. 


Joe chuckled. "Aye. It's better this way." 


"If Steve found someone else...” 
"He's not that way, Vivian," Joe interrupted, feeling the need to protect Steve. 
"I know he's not mate but hypothetically, | would be hurt," Viv said. 


"I imagine you would but you two are together," Joe replied. "Sav and | were not..l never told him what | felt; | 


can't hold it against him." 
"Ah," Viv mused. 
"Its better this way; being a leader, | can't ‘ave distractions," Joe said. 


Joe said that but Vivian could see the side of his face and for the first time, he did see hurt in his features. 


Joe must have known he was getting too obvious though because his expression changed a minute later. 


Eight: The Beginning of the End 


Author's Notes: 
We are getting close to the end. Only a few more chapters left. | marked it as adult because of some violence, 
which isn't that bad but some people might consider it adult. 


July. 
Monday... 
6:00pm. 
Week three. 


Vivian walked in the hideout and glanced around to find Rick sitting at the counter. Rick motioned toward the 
hall and immediately, Viv nodded in gratitude and headed for the hall. He looked through each room until he 
found Steve asleep in the furthest bedroom. Viv moved next to him and stroked his hair as Joe entered the 
room soon after. 

‘lm awake," Steve said, softly, though it was louder than before. 

"So you are," Viv chuckled. 

Steve finally opened his eyes and smirked. "I'm okay; | just took a bit of a hit” 

"That you did," Joe nodded. "Did they say anything when they arrived?" 

"They wanted me to call you," Steve said. "I would not do it because it was leading you both into a trap." 


"Your loyalty is admirable but you should ‘ave called me," Viv replied. 


"No, | am not one to betray," Steve frowned. "You need to get used to this gang, Vivian. We don't betray and | 
won't betray." 


"While | would ‘ave liked him to call, he's right Viv," Joe chuckled, earning himself a slight smile from Vivian. 
"Now that we got that out of the way, where are Sav and Pete?" Steve asked. "They're alright, right?" 


"Aye, they just went into the bedroom," Joe said, softly, almost too soft for comfort. "Anyhow, Iz should be 


calling soon" 


Joe walked out of the room as Steve turned his gaze toward Vivian. Viv smiled slightly and looked down before 
he looked up at Steve again. 


"That hurts him," Steve whispered. 
"You can tell?" Viv asked 


‘Ive known him a long time and rarely does he get soft like that. | kinda always suspected he had a thing for 
Sav because of the way he'd gaze at him," Steve replied. 


Viv nodded. "He never told him; it'd be unfair to hold it against Sav." 
"l'm not surprised,” Steve replied. "And | would never hold it against Sav." 


Viv nodded. "Steve, can | ask.what happened to Joe's family? | only ask because | wonder if he ever had anyone 


outside of the gang." 

Steve glanced up and sighed. "Vivian, you're playing with dangerous territory by going there; Joe won't talk 
about it. That being said, I'll tell you that he's an only child and his parents were killed in front of him; it was 
gang violence or something when he was a teenager. Don't push on that though." 

Viv frowned. "I won't. was just curious..does everyone have a rough past?" 

"Phil's parents are still alive but Phil left to keep them safe. Rick's parents are alive but they think he's dead 
and he let that be for their safety. | do know Izzy ran away from home when he was young; | don't know the 
whole story on that though, | don't keep up with back stories when it comes to other gangs," Steve said. "If it's 
not something tragic, it's usually they left to protect someone else." 

Viv smiled and nodded. "| see." 


"Why are you smiling?" Steve frowned since he didn't see anything to smile about. 


"You're talking..when | saw you that way, the way they left you, | feared for you. When you woke up, you 
could barely speak above a whisper," Viv explained. "But you're talking, still softly but its progress.’ 


Steve looked away but smiled. "It hurt Vivian.” 
‘lm sorry-" 


"Don't go blaming yourself," Steve interrupted. "It did hurt though, they made sure it would, but he wouldn't kill 


me. He wanted to humiliate me but | knew he wouldn't kill me; he didn't have to say it really.” 


"How did you know that Steve?" Viv sighed. 


‘I'm an observer Vivian, you forget that, | can read people. He wouldn't have killed me because he wanted you 
and Joe to see me that way. He wanted you to see for obvious reasons, we were too obvious and while we 
didn't display much in public, he was after you so he likely had followed you sometime and discovered our 
secret love affair. Now with Joe, it's different. Joe is the gang leader; he knows Joe has a soft spot for his 


gang members and he likely knows we had some sort of past. It was a warning," Steve explained. 
"Smart lad," Viv chuckled. 

"Well of course," Steve chuckled, too. 

July. 

Monday... 


10:00pm. 
Week three. 


Izzy fired a gunshot, followed by another. He continued until he shot out all the tired and the windows. A small 
smirk crossed his lips as he admired the accuracy of his shots. 

"Destroy my baby; | destroy yours," Izzy said. 

Izzy would make sure Nikki's prized possession, his car, was beat down and Nikki knew who did it. 


"Karma," Izzy smirked. 


At the same time... 


Joe exhaled the smoke from his cigarette as he leaned back against the chair. He enjoyed being on the patio at 
night during slow nights because he could just relax without worries. The problem was he did have concerns on 
his mind though and the main thing being that Coverdale's gang likely found his flat by now. That being said, 


Joe didn't move from the patio at his place. 
"They'll come," Joe chuckled. 


He knew someone would come, even if it wasn't Coverdale. It likely would be Coverdale's gang though, the Crue 
were more interested in targeting GNR. Joe already placed calls into Sav and Viv; his boys would come, he knew 
they would. His thoughts were interrupted when he heard a crash from the front of his flat. He smirked and 


pulled out his gun from under his seat. His eyes shifted quickly to movement coming from the side of his flat. 


Viv held up his gun and held his fingers to his lips as Sav came up behind him. Joe lowered himself to the 
ground and slipped off the balcony before joining his boys. Viv didn't say anything but he pointed toward the 
front of the flat and shook his head, signaling they shouldn't go that way. Joe nodded and jumped the side of 
the neighbor's fence as Viv and Sav followed him. He wasn't one to run from a battle but they were out- 
numbered and he was ill equipped right now. 


"Keep going..go go go," Joe repeated. 


Viv and Sav did keep going, in fact they only stopped when they cut through the side yard of Joe's neighbor's 
yard. Joe glanced at them and stepped around his boys to get in front. 


"Do you ‘ave weapons?" Joe asked. 

"Aye," Sav nodded. "We ‘ave a few on us and many others hidden in the car." 

"They won't find them, will they?" Joe asked. 

"No, we made sure they were well hidden," Sav replied, as Viv nodded. 

"ll lure them out but when | do, | want you mates to get to the car," Viv said. 

"Vivian..." Joe warned. 

‘Im not running mate, not this time. You know exactly where | am but they put their hands on him and almost 
killed him. He could ‘ave died and | wouldn't be able to cope with that. | can't allow them to get away with it," 


Viv admitted. He didn't have to say who he was talking about; Joe knew. 


Before, Joe could say anything else, Vivian darted out and snuck around the bushes before he made his way to 
the front of Joe's flat. Joe cursed and glanced behind him as Sav nodded. 


"We'll go to the car, get the weapons, and join Vivian. I'm not leaving him like that," Joe said. 

Sav nodded. "I was about to suggest the same." 

Meanwhile, Vivian stood up in plain view as David turned and smirked slightly. He could have guessed Joe would 
call his boys in, which is why he chose to target Joe instead of Vivian. Why not get rid of two birds with one 
stone? 

"You overstepped your boundaries," Viv said. 


"You didn't say that when you were betraying my trust," David chuckled. "Where is Joe?" 


"You won't let that go, will you? Even knowing | had every right. Regardless, you can't catch the rock brigade,’ 


Viv said, knowing Joe would come back for him. He learned long ago that Joe didn't ditch his men in any 


situation 

"You really believe that, don't you?" David chuckled. 

David wasn't an idiot; he knew there was some plan so he approached Vivian with caution Out of nowhere, he 
shot at the ground near Viv's feet, causing him to take a step back. David used the distraction to approach 
him quickly and grabbed his arm. 

"You'd do well to gather your facts before you speak, Irishman," David said. 

Viv's expression darkened. "Enlighten me... 

"Your mum was pregnant," David smirked, causing a gasp to escape Viv. 

Joe and Sav had snuck up at that point and happened to hear the last bit of David's words. 

"They didn't tell you because | had married her and requested they didn’t tell you," David chuckled. "| didn't kill 
her but | wasn't going to let her bastard son interfere with my plans either. You hate me now but if you think 
| ‘ave something you want, your lips will be all over me. You enjoyed it, didn't you? Tell me Vivian, did you find 
Clarky? What did you think?" 

To ‘ell with you," Viv snapped in frustration, before swinging at David. 

David was hit once but caught the second swing and wrestled Vivian to the ground. David only backed off when 
he saw Joe from the corner of his eyes and immediately ducked behind a car. Joe fired at him but 
immediately backed away when David's men began shooting at him. Vivian grabbed the gun he had dropped 
before crawling toward Joe. 


"David." Joe called out. "Name the place and time for this war..we're settling this once and for all." 


"Four days, be ready. I'll have me allies there, you ‘ave yours and | can rid the Irish scum from the earth, and 
take you down in the process," David chuckled. 


Viv's jaw tightened as Joe held his hand against Viv's chest to keep him from moving. 
"Done..be there..this neighborhood,” Joe said. 


David chuckled and ordered his men to back off before taking his leave. Joe waited a few minutes and finally 
removed his hand from Viv's chest as he stood up. He offered his hand and pulled Vivian up when he accepted 


the help. 


"Vivian..." Joe started. 


| knew you wouldn't leave me there and that's why | almost literally handed myself to him. You weren't going 


to leave," Viv said. 


Joe said nothing else; he merely nodded. 


July. 

Monday... 

12:00am. 

Week three. 

Izzy sat back on the couch and glanced up at Joe with a chuckle, and nodded, 
"We'll be ready," Izzy said. 

‘It's four days...” 

"| said we would be ready," Izzy interrupted. "Don't worry about it Rock Brigade." 
If you say so." 


"| do say so," Izzy said. 


While Axl was thought of the leader, Izzy handled all the business, the meetings, the war plans, therefore 


everyone thought of him as a leader. 


Nine: The Pre-show 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry this chapter is so short but its preparing for the final battle. The next chapter will probably be a little 
long and it will be the the second to last chapter. 


July. 
Monday... 
2:00am. 
Week three. 


Vivian walked in the hideout to find Steve sitting in the chair with some tea. Pete was next to him and Rick 
Allen had gone off to the balcony for some peace. Steve looked up and Vivian could tell he had put makeup on 
to hide some of the bruising. 

"When?" Steve asked, knowing full well something came out of this. 

"Four days," Joe answered. "Or three in a half now." 

Steve nodded. "I should be okay by then" 

"Steve." Joe started. 

"You're not making me sit this one out Joe, I'll take it easy but I'm going," Steve interrupted. 

"But Stevie..." 


"Don't you start Vivian, l'm going," Steve replied 


"Stephen." Joe started but paused. "Don't do anything stupid, don't make any uncalculated moves, and do not 
put yourself in a tricky situation" 


| won't," Steve said, and glanced at Vivian. "| won't." 


Vivian sighed but he nodded in response. 


July. 


Tuesday.. 
7:00am. 
Week three. 


Steve stood in the yard of the joint hideout and swung but Viv caught his fist. Steve hissed as Joe stood on 
the patio and watched them, quietly. Izzy sat on a patio chair with a notepad in his hand, while he enjoyed a 
cigarette. 

"Too hasty and too predictable," Viv said "They know you're hurt and they'll predict this move." 

"Damn," Steve cursed. 

"You're good Steve but this isn't good," Viv said. 

"Don't you think | know that," Steve hissed. "Hit me again” 

Vivian stepped back and noticed Steve favoring his side. He chose this time to strike him but Steve seemed to 
predict the movement and grabbed his hand before twisting it. Vivian hissed and used his free hand to strike 
but Steve ducked and released his hand. He slid across the ground but not without wincing. Vivian reached for 
his gun but Steve reached for his at the same time and pointed his gun at Viv. 

"You're doing well, Steve," Joe said. 

"Yeah but | made mistakes," Steve replied. "Maybe we can get Rick to get me a tighter cast around my waist.” 


"Should be possible," Izzy said. "Duff had a cast not long ago; he had to get a tighter cast himself" 


Steve only nodded and went back to training with Vivian. They had no intentions of putting him in a fight but 
sometimes ambushes happened and they needed Steve to be ready. 


"He's good," Izzy said, quietly. "But he's sloppy, even for someone who is injured." 

Joe scoffed. "You try it in his position.no matter, he is a bit young still and he's hasty, I'll say that." 
"So you just disagreed with me only to turn around and agree with me?" Izzy asked, cocking a brow. 
Joe smirked in retort. "Who said | agreed with you?" 

"So you disagree with me?" 


"| didn't say that either," Joe replied, quickly. "| didn't say one way or the other." 


"You're an odd one, Elliott," Izzy chuckled. "I like it!" 


Joe merely smiled and glanced down. Izzy was starting to notice how Joe let his guard down around him more 


often but he assumed it was due to the growing trust and Steve's incident 

"You gonna be ready?" lzzy asked 

"Always," Joe smirked, and glanced up. 

"Good!" Izzy nodded 

Izzy was also starting to notice how down-to-earth Joe was but he supposed that side didn't come out often 


because of the whole gang life. It required someone to be tough and if they weren't, they'd die sooner rather 


than later. It wasn't always fun but it was their life and once you were in, you never got out. 


Ten: The Final Countdown 


Author's Notes: 
Only one more chapter after this [which I'l probably post tonight], Marked adult for the violence [which some 
do consider adult] 


Now | did read over it but | have a terrible habit of missing over mistakes so forgive any mistakes you may 


see. 


July. 

Thursday.. 
9:00pm. 

Gang war night.. 


Joe got to the neighborhood early but instead of walking freely along the streets, he chose a house to hide 
behind. He knew David was there somewhere but that didn't that didn't seem to stop him. He glanced beside 
him and Pete kneeled next to him, and Sav was beside him. Duff, Vivian and Rick were one house down. Izzy, 
Steve and Slash were behind another house; so basically everyone spread apart that way they could cover 


each other from a distance. Their allies had slowly joined them and took the same approach. 


On the other side, David and his gang had arrived early as well. He kept Rudy and Tommy with him and had the 
other men spread out. Nikki's gang and the rest of the allies spread out as well. David made sure all his 


weapons were loaded and turned toward his boys. 
"You target whoever you want but leave Vivian to me," David said. "The bastard will die by my hands." 


Tommy nodded as David chuckled and turned his gaze back to the streets. The first gunshot went and suddenly 
an array of shots fired, forcing everyone involved to constantly move. David quickly moved from house to 


house, using the bushes as a cover. 


On the other side of the street, Nikki was doing the same thing. He didn't know who fired the first shot but it 
was premature and hopefully nobody from his gang. His goal was simple; kill Izzy, and because of this goal, he 


agreed to join Coverdale as an ally. 
Little prick doesn't know what he's messing with," Nikki muttered to himself. 


Steve gasped as he constantly moved along with Izzy. He may not have known it but Izzy was keeping an eye 


on him for his safety. It was nothing romantic or sexual, it had more to do with his loyalty towards Joe. Aside 


from becoming allies, they had become friends in the process. 
"Stay close and keep your head down," Izzy instructed. 
"| know, | know, | will," Steve replied 


Luke and Adam of the Struts gang shot off another round of shots. The first grunt was heard, which meant 
someone had been hit. That someone happened to be Sebastian Bach and because of that, Rachael pulled him 
back. Mick Mars moved along the building but he didn't move fast enough and Izzy shot at him, causing him to 
fall to the ground with a grunt. Nikki yelled in frustration and started rapidly shooting towards Izzy's way. 


"Fuck you!" Nikki yelled. 
Izzy merely smirked and darted toward another house. Instead of passing it, he broke the window and climbed 
in, deciding to use it as a shield. Steve wasn't far behind him and immediately, Steve climbed as well, much to 


Izzy's relief. 


Meanwhile, Tommy scanned the houses and noticed a blue shirt. He shot toward that way and got Duff in the 


arm. Duff hissed and dropped to the ground before Tommy could cause anymore injury. 

On the other hand, Vivian caught sight of David and crawled from bush to bush. Eventually he stood up and 
darted across the street before swinging at David from behind David gathered who it was and swung his 
elbow up against Vivian's face. 

"You'll die ‘ere tonight Vivian, how do you feel about that?" David struggled to say. 


"| don't know about that but if | go down, I'm taking you with me," Viv shot back 


Meanwhile, Izzy remained ducked down with Steve as gunshots continued to shoot through the broken window. 


Steve rolled his eyes and sighed as he laid there on the ground for a moment. 

"Steve, stay down, you're hurt and | won't be responsible for your death," Izzy said. "I'm gonna make a move." 
Steve glared but he did as requested. Izzy crawled out the back window and quickly moved toward the side of 
the house. He was then ambushed by Dave Mustaine and he found himself wrestling with him on the ground. 

Dave pointed the gun toward Izzy's head but the gunshot to his back caused him to loosen his grip. He gasped 
as Izzy threw him to the ground and stood up to see Joe. 

"Clarky is in the house," Izzy said, nodding toward the house. 


"Good!" Joe nodded. "He's safe there for now." 


"Where's Sixx?" Izzy asked. 


"| don't know exactly; obviously he keeps moving," Joe answered. 

Joe gasped as he heard a gunshot and felt a stinging. He glanced down to see his hands covered in blood just as 
Steve crawled out of the window. Joe glanced behind him to see Nikki smirking and dropped to the ground. Steve 
gasped and immediately joined Joe's side as Nikki darted. 


"Nol" Izzy cursed. "Fuck nol Stay with him, Steve." 


Izzy ran after Nikki as Steve pulled off his jacket and held it against Joe's abdomen. He glanced up quickly when 
he heard a noise from in front of him. Luckily it was just Sav and Pete, and immediately they rushed to Joe. 


"Sixx shot him," Steve said. 


"I was being foolish..l stood for a minute too long," Joe groaned. "I know better than to make a rookie mistake 


lke that, yet | did" 

"Where's Rick?" Steve asked 

"He's a few houses down," Pete replied. 

"Find him, Pete..and be careful" Steve said 

Pete nodded and rushed off to find Rick. Meanwhile Izzy had cornered Nikki in a house and hid behind a couch 
"Nikki? What a fuckin’ coward you are," Izzy said 

"And this coming from the man who hides as well." 


"At least | don't sneak on people only to shoot them when they're unprepared. | want a challenge not some easy 


battle just because I'm too sorry to handle a challenge. You're all talk and no challenge," Izzy replied. 

Nikki cursed and shot at Izzy without saying another word. Izzy snickered but remained ducked down. He wanted 
to get rid of Nikki but he wasn't about to risk his life for this bastard. Nikki was reckless though and in Izzy's 
opinion, that was his mistake. Izzy knew a lot of his moves, though not all, and he knew his way of thinking. 
"One of us is dying tonight," Nikki yelled out. 

"| agree Sixx," Izzy smirked. 

He heard the gunfire seize and he glanced up to see Nikki running into the kitchen Instead of firing at Nikki, he 


fired at the picture frame Nikki just passed. As planned, it hit Nikki over the head and while he stumbled, he 
kept going. Izzy fired at the metal decoration on the wall, causing the bullet to bounce off and hit Nikki in the 


arm. Nikki cursed and that did slow him down, but it didn't stop him. 

"Damn you." 

"You're too stupid Sixx and too reckless; I've always warned you about your reckless behavior," Izzy chuckled. 
Nikki did fire back and by chance, managed to hit Izzy in the leg, causing him to curse. It wasn't that Nikki was 
a bad shooter, in fact he could give anyone a run for their money but that recklessness of his tended to 
cause mistakes. 

Izzy moved from his position and ended up behind the entertainment center. Nikki was assuming he was behind 
the couch and began shooting toward it. Izzy didn't understand why he was stalling; he could have shot him 
many times. It was no time to get sentimental about this; in fact, he got after Joe's gang for that same thing, 
so he fired a shot at Nikki. 

One shot. 


That shot happened to be the one shot that stopped Nikki in his tracks. Nikki smirked slightly and dropped to 
the ground, allowing his gun to slip from his hands. Izzy slowly stood up and limped over to Nikki. 


"That recklessness, right?" Nikki choked out, smirking. 
"Yeah," Izzy said. 


"Yes hesitated before," Nikki said. 


"You caught that, did you?" Izzy responded, chuckling. "I don't regret leaving you Sixx..out those feelings of the 
past were still there. | guess they always will be and! guess | am sorry it didn't work out” 


Nikki smirked but slowly his smile faded and he closed his eyes. Izzy stepped over him and limped out of the 
house, feeling slight remorse over the whole ending of this battle. 
At the same time.. 


Duff had ripped his shirt to tie it around his arm. He then ripped Ax's shirt and tied it around Axl's shoulder. 
That wretched asshole, Tommy Lee had shot him. 


"Stay here, | gotta find Izzy," Duff said. 
"Yeah; make sure the idiot didn't kill himself over Sixx. | told him about that dumb fuck," Axl griped. 


"Yeah, yeah," Duff said, rolling his eyes. 


Back with Ded Flatbird, Pete managed to find Rick and he did what he could to seal up Joe's wound. Joe was still 
losing blood though, but that didn't stop him from forcing himself up and pushing himself against the side of 
the house and firing. 

"Joe, you're losing too much blood," Steve said. 


"My fate is probably sealed love; that doesn’t mean I'm giving in," Joe replied. 


Steve expressed concerned and when more shots went off, his mind shifted slightly to Vivian. He hadn't seen 


him since he darted off somewhere, presumably after David. 
"Vivian." Steve said, softly. 
I'm sure he's okay love, he's a fighter," Joe smiled, lightly and laid his head back. 


Izzy slowly walked up and glanced at Joe before cursing, and kneeling next to him. He ripped pieces of his own 


shirt in attempt to clean Joe up a bit and glanced up. 

‘| killed Sixx." he said, idly. 

"Are you alright?" Joe asked, softly. 

"I will be..over time but it had to be done," Izzy replied. 

Joe only nodded and sighed as his gang, along with Izzy attempted to aid Joe. 


Meanwhile, Vivian lied in the grass, looking like a bloody mess, literally. David wasn't far from him and he didn't 


look too much better. They had fought with firearms but also with their bare hands and ended up like this. 
"You could ‘ave been honest Vivian," David spat. 


"About what? About the fact that | lied to you when your hands were all over me?" Viv shot back. "You could 
‘ave been honest too instead of lying to me from the start. You were close to your gang but you never 


intended to grow close to me. | don't need it anymore, | have something now...” 
This was probably the first time they were actually talking to each other without trying to kill each other, at 
least for the moment. The truth was they didn't have the strength right now and were regaining composure 


of themselves. 


"What makes you think you deserved to know anything?" David asked. 


"Because it was me mum," Viv snapped. 


"And it was me wife," David replied, quickly. "| loved ‘er Vivian, absolutely loved her and yet you sit there and 
think | killed her. | didn't kill your mum..! killed the man who gave her the drugs." 


"You loved me mum yet you still went for my lips," Viv spat, ignoring the rest of the comments. "What does 
that make you when you were trying to bed your stepson?” 


"| would ‘ave too if it weren't for your distrusting ways," David snickered. "They'll throw you out, it's only a 


matter of time. Rock Brigade Elliott will protect his precious Clarky? By the way, ‘ow is your bitch boy doing?" 
"You keep his name out of your mouth..lets end this," Viv snapped. 


"Right then, what do you say we do this old western cowboy style? We'll each walk in the opposite direction, 


backwards if we like, and turn to shoot. Whoever shoots first will live," David said. 
"How many steps?" 

"We'll walk ten steps," David replied. 

"Let's do it," Vivian nodded. 


They both stood up with a bit of a struggle and went for the guns they had dropped. Neither trusted the 
other so they chose to take their steps backwards. 


"Ten..Nine..Eight..Seven..Six.." 


Most of the other gangs seemed to catch on to what was going on and they all decided not to get involved 


Steve looked up from Joe's side and slowly stood up when he realized what was going on. 
"Don't get involved Steve," Joe said, quietly. His voice was too quiet for comfort but Steve ignored that factor. 
"That's the way the garg life is," Izzy commented. 


Meanwhile, Viv heard David continuing his countdown and wondered where Steve was at the moment. He 


supposed these thoughts were coming because he knew he could very well down tonight. 
"Two..One...” 
The minute David said one, two gunshots went off. One was from Vivian's gun and one was from David's gun. 


David's shot hit Viv in the stomach and his shot hit David in the chest. Both men fell and immediately Rudy 
and the rest of David's gang rushed to his aid. 


"That bastard," Rudy snapped in frustration. 


"l agreed to this boys; it was fair game," David admitted, choking on his blood. "It's how it goes..but this final 


draw was the end of our feud..we killed each other in more ways than one." 
"David..." 


"Y-You know how it goes..l'm not saying to like them but in this round, he played it fair..leave it be," David said, 
slowly. 


Meanwhile, Ded Flatbird rushed to Viv's aid and the minute Viv saw Joe, he frowned. Rick Allen went straight 
to work on trying to stop Viv's bleeding and luckily the bullet didn't go too deep. Steve glanced up to see 
Coverdale's gang leaving the scene, causing other gangs to start counting their losses and following suit. Izzy 
pat Joe's back and went off to his gang while Joe felt his eyelids fall heavy. 

"Vivian." Steve said, softly. 

"| love you Steve," Viv replied in attempt to keep Steve from worrying. 


"If all goes to ‘ell, do not let this gang fall apart," Joe said out of nowhere, before dropping to the ground. 


The last thing he heard was his name called, followed by footsteps. 


July. 
Saturday 
12:00am. 
Week three... 


Joe swallowed and furrowed his brows, causing someone to gasp. He grasped the sheets and tried to flicker his 
eyelids open. It took a minute but he succeeded and tried to clear his throat. His blurry vision took a minute to 
clear up but once it did, he could see Vivian and Sav. 

"Fuck!" Joe cursed. 

"How do you feel?" Sav asked, quietly. 


‘Sore, tired, and my throat is dry," Joe answered. "Am | in a hospital?" 


"Yeah," Sav nodded. "You were bleeding too much so Rick thought it was best." 


"Ah!" Joe nodded. "Where are the others?" 

"The waiting room, we've all been ‘ere the whole time," Sav answered, simply. “Izzy's here too." 
"Is he?" Joe asked, raised. 

"Yes, | am," Izzy said from the door. 


Joe glanced towards the door and the surprised expression was replaced by a smirk It wasn't the same kind of 


smirk Nikki used to give him but it was one just as confident and smug. 

"Don't look so smug asshole," Izzy chuckled, walking up to the bed. "You feeling alright?" 

"I'll live," Joe replied. "So tell me, what ‘ave you heard about the outcome of this gang war?" 

"Well the gangs are still reeling over their losses," Izzy said. "We'll see how that goes." 

"Who all was lost?" Joe asked. 

"Sebastian Bach eventually died to blood loss; Mick Mars also died and so did Mustaine, Nikki Sixx, Junior from 
Mustaine's gang, Steve Vai from Coverdale's gang, Don and Coverdale himself died, obviously both from 
Coverdale's gang. Tracii Guns of LA Guns died. As far as injuries go, there were a lot of those. Duff and Axl 
from my gang were injured; Luke from the Struts was injured and so was Rudy from Coverdale's gang. Slash 
got shot but they'll all live," Izzy answered. "Phil Collen went missing, it was because he was injured, himself. 
Lewis got him out; he's in the waiting room now though." 


"Damn," Joe muttered, but nodded. 


He didn't miss how Viv turned his head away when there was a mention of Coverdale. He wondered if Vivian 


had heard something or found out something that made him regret his choice. 

"Blue eyes, you alright?" Joe asked, raising a brow. 

"Fine," Viv responded, before looking back with a smile. 

It shows," Joe said, raising a brow. 

‘It's just..the way Tommy Aldridge cradled David after | shot him; it almost made him seem like less of a 
bastard, even if just for that moment. It's also weird to think that he was my stepdad," Viv replied. "I did what 


| had to do though and while | regret how the situation and relationship was, | don't regret doing what | did" 


"That is weird to think," Izzy nodded. "But yeah, you did what you needed to." 


"Yeah," Viv nodded. "He would have killed one of us if | didn't; | know he would have. | couldn't even cope if it 


was Steve." 
"Yes, he would ‘ave killed one of us; you did nothing wrong," Joe nodded, also. 


Vivian smiled lightly and held out his hand for Joe to take. Joe obligated the request and smirked, earning 


himself a smirk in return. 


Eleven: Epilogue and Aftermath 


Author's Notes: 
The last chapter, guys! Short but said what it needed to. 


August. 
Sunday 
5:00pm. 


Two weeks later.. 

Joe got out of the hospital a few days ago and immediately joined Izzy and Duff at the joint hideout. The rest 
of Ded Flatbird joined them and Steve stepped on the patio with Vivian. 

"Are you okay?" Viv asked. 

"Yeah..| just should have given you this a while ago when | bought it," Steve replied. 


Steve pulled a small fancy box from his jacket pocket and handed it to Vivian. He chuckled at the surprised 


expression across Viv's face as he took the box and opened it. 


"At the mall sometime back, | saw you looking at it. You wouldn't buy it though so | did," Steve explained. "I just 
haven't given it to you yet." 


"The cross necklace," Viv said, before smiling softly. "I really did like it but | felt it was inappropriate for me to 
buy anything at that point. It was different with you because you earned you place within the group from the 
start. | felt | hadn't earned my place yet." 


Steve smiled and shook his head. "As you see, Joe is very generous when he wants to be; he never thought 


that you hadn't earned it nor did |." 
"| know," Viv replied, glancing down at the necklace and pulling it out of the box. "It's perfect love, just perfect!" 
Steve smiled as Viv took his hand for a moment before pulling away since he didn't enjoy being too obvious. 


Joe watched from inside and chuckled as he exhaled smoke from his cigarette. He passed his cigarette to Izzy 


as Duff munched on some chips, minding his own business. 


"They love each other," Izzy mused. 


"Yeah, they do," Joe chuckled. "They're careful though." 


"Good!" Izzy nodded. "You know now that this gang war is over, we're alright, right? At least until something 
else prompts another." 


"Yeah, | know," Joe nodded. "But | was thinking we should remain allies. permanently.’ 
"Funny you mention that.." Izzy smirked. "| have no problem with that." 


Joe nodded and smirked. He had grown fond of Izzy and vice versa so it was no surprise to anyone that they 


wouldn't break off their gang relationship. 

"To better days," Duff smirked, holding up the drink in his hand 
"Yeah, to better days," lzzy chuckled 

"Touche!" Joe nodded 


There would always be another gang war but for now everything had calmed down and along this process, they 


had made permanent friends. 


Pain killer 


The next night, Sav didn't come out of the bedroom and Steve remained in the room he was staying in. So 
Bradley left to go feed and ended up going to the park. He wanted to see his brother but he also wondered if 
Steve would ever live in peace. 


Bradley?" 


He heard the soft voice but it was only when he looked up to see Steve that he realized it wasn't in his head. 


Steve walked over and sat down on the bench next to Bradley. 

"l'm surprised Joe let you out alone," Bradley chuckled. "Is his madness still in effect?" 

Steve smiled. "Partially and he knows where | am. He wouldn't let me leave without him knowing." 

"Well he does love you." 

"Yes, he does," Steve said, before glancing up at Bradley. "So ‘Ow are you and Phil?" 

"You know; | knew about his past. He's told me and | thought that would be a problem. It wasn't though, he's 
been loyal and faithful; | know it because | ‘ave tasted his blood. | know about the second lives vampires have 
sometimes but it hasn't happened." 


‘lm glad," Steve nodded. "Do you guys ‘ave plans for your future? Children and all that stuff” 


"We do," Bradley chuckled. "And you know, the vampire society doesn't make a big deal out of the same things 


as humans, right?" 

"Yes, | know, so?" 

"Each section has rules; they ‘ave a system in place, a council, right?" 

"Yes but what are you getting at, Bradley?" 

"The Sovacists section ‘ave made it so marriage is legal for everyone. Men and women, men and men; women 
and women, It's all legal and Phil said he wanted to marry me so | accepted his proposal. As for children, we 


both want them but when the time is right." 


Steve looked surprised but he merely smiled and hugged Bradley. "Congratulations! Do | get to be your best 


man?" 


"Of course, Steve; you're my brother and you are the best man" 


Steve pulled back and smiled before looking down. "I'm so sorry.’ 

Bradley's smile faded. "For what?" 

"For not being around you as much as | should ‘ave because | was so consumed with myself and Joe and Paul's 
death. l'm also sorry | couldn't save Paul; | should ‘ave-" Steve stopped mid-sentence when Bradley punched 
him, knocking him off the bench. 

"Don't you dare blame yourself for that, Steve," Bradley snapped. "As much as | miss him and understand why 
he did what he did, he made a foolish choice that got him killed. You were hurting after what they did to you 
so it's natural to isolate yourself after that. You didn't kill our brother though and Joe didn't either." 


Steve held his hand over his face. "lm sorry..! just felt so guilty for his death. | forgot that mum and you 


were grieving too; | should ‘ave been ‘ere for you. You're the only brother left. should ‘ave been here." 


"Stop apologizing!” Bradley snapped. "I'm glad you were hidden because it meant you were safe and even though 


we were trying to find you, it's probably better that Joe kept you hidden. Stop it, Stephen" 


Steve slowly nodded as Bradley offered his hand and pulled Steve to his feet. When they returned to David's 


state, Steve went straight in the room and right into Joe's arms. 


"Are you okay?" Joe frowned, stroking Steve's hair from his face to find him trying to blink tears away. He 


swore he heard Joe growl and shook his head. 


"Its nothing like that, Joe. Bradley and | just had a deep conversation and it got a bit emotional. Enough of that 
though, we need to talk about Phil and Bradley." 


"They're getting married, thanks to the Sovacists new changes, right?" Joe asked, earning a curious look from 


Steve. "Phil told me while you two were gone." 

Steve nodded and looked down. "I'm the best man" 

"I'd expect nothing else," Joe replied. "You're mine, you know that, right?" 
Steve looked up. "Yes, | know and you're mine." 


"Yes, | am. The Elolasm is working on changing their rules on marriage as well and when they do..well-enough 


said." 


Steve parted his lips but he said nothing; he knew what Joe was trying to say. He nodded and moved to the 
bed as Joe followed him. 


Junior sat in one of the rooms at the Sovacists sanctum where he spent a lot of his time these days. He 
hated that Mustaine put him in the position of abandoning him but he had grown to care for Coverdale and his 
group. He looked up when Doug Aldrich walked up and smiled slightly. 


"So how are you holding up, Junior?" Doug asked, offering him a cigarette. 


Junior chuckled and accepted the cigarette. "Not bad. | wish it wasn't the way it is but | am glad | came to my 


senses." 
"So are we," Doug chuckled "Coverdale is loyal To us and in return, we're loyal to him." 


Junior nodded and chuckled. "I've noticed; he's earned my trust as well. He took me in when he really didn't have 


to." 


"Coverdale has a soft spot for vampires like yourself. Plus, you probably reminded him a lot of Vivian..you 
know he adopted Viv and sired him after Mustaine attempted to kill but then changed his mind and had Marty 
turn him." 


"I knew Marty turned him but | didn't know it played out that way.’ 


"Yep," Doug nodded. "The way Coverdale explained it was Viv was a human and he was a bit of a rebel, even in 
life. He caught Mustaine and Marty feeding off of people and decided to step in They warned him not to say 
anything but Viv has a smart mouth and he mouthed off to them both. He made them look like fools and it 
completely pissed Mustaine off. Mustaine warned him several times to keep his mouth shut but he wouldn't so 
Mustaine bit him with the intent of killing him and then tossed him on the ground. Then he got the bright idea 
of turning Viv because he figured Viv would make a stupid mistake and get himself killed. Mustaine values his 
clan though so he had Marty turn him instead, which is why Viv is a Brujah and not a Malkavian. Coverdale 
happened to be in the area at the time and heard Marty and Mustaine talking about it so he went to that 


alley where Viv still was." 
"Why did Coverdale take Vivian in?" 


"Viv is a rebel by nature and Coverdale liked that because it meant he was his own man and he wouldn't step 
down easily, or that's how Coverdale tells it. So he took Vivian in and sired him, trained him, and in a sense, 


raised him in this vampire world." 


Junior chuckled as he mused over the story he was told. He assumed there was a reason he was told 


something so personal but he didn't question it. 


Sav didn't exit the master bedroom until two days later. Viv followed him and Coverdale came after them. 
When they reached the living room, they found Steve stumbling with an alcohol bottle. Sav raised his brows as 
Steve glanced up. 

"Oh, ‘ey Sav, I'm so glad to see you out." 

Sav eyed the bottle. "It shows. Is there a reason you're getting drunk?" 

"Guilt..and | can't find Joe..he's disappeared and | can't find him." 

"You can't find him?" Viv asked, furrowing his brows. "When is the last time you saw him?" 

"When we woke up; he was holding me down because | had terrible nightmares. After, he went out to feed and 
suddenly, | felt our connection lose its touch. He's unconscious or he's-" Steve stopped mid-sentence. "| 
searched the parks, the alleyways, and anywhere | thought he could be." 

"Steve-" 


"Don't tell me he's dead, please do not tell me that" 


"He's not dead, Steve, but you need to sober up," Viv said, calmly. Despite his seemingly calmness, his eyes 
were still a slight shade of yellow. 


Steve was about to proceed forward but he stumbled and fell to the ground with a groan Sav grabbed the 
bottle from him and put it away as Steve took his time to get up. 


"Sav, ‘Ow are you?" 
"l'm okay, Steve, | just need to recuperate is all" 


Steve nodded and looked down. He wouldn't vomit; vampires didn't usually vomit even though they were capable 


of drunkenness from their own liquor, but he did feel awful 
"Joe." 

Vi lifted his head. "Steve, don't assume the worse 

“You're right, | ‘ave to go find him” 


Steve didn't wait for a response, he stumbled out the door. There was no way they were going to allow him 
out alone though so Viv followed after him. Sav followed him and since Sav was in danger, Coverdale followed as 


well. Steve stumbled onto the street and stumbled down the sidewalk. 


"Maybe the nightclub, yes, I'll check there," Steve said more to himself than anyone. 

Before he could continue on, Viv sped up his steps and grabbed Steve's arms and slammed him against the wall. 
He pressed his fingers to his lips and pointed a few feet away. Steve glanced over and saw the Pikashni 
member. When Steve saw him, Viv saw his expression change and he knew that Steve recognized him. 


"Has he hurt you, Steve?" Viv whispered. 


Steve tried to control his emotions but he was failing, miserably. "He was there..he was there when | was 


raped. He stood there and pointed, and laughed. He was undoing his pants-" 

Viv growled. "Did he rape you too?" 

"No, Ritchie stopped him because they smelt Joe's scent nearby." 

Viv glanced at Coverdale before he let Steve go and casually walked up to Martin, the Pikashni member. He 
smirked because he assumed he was safe due to his position but Vivian no longer cared about positions. He 
grabbed the man and dipped his head down before ripping out his throat with his teeth. He spat the remains 
and let Martin fall to the ground before he stomped his head with his shoe. Viv closed his eyes before he 
opened them and rid the alleyway of the body. 

"You are not going in that club, Steve." 

“But Vivian" 

"No," Viv interrupted. "You will not enter that club." 

"But Viv..if Joe's dead-" 

"I will check the club then, you will not 

Viv walked for the Coven nightclub and entered it. Vampires glanced his way but none of them dared to bother 
him because of his eyes. He checked every inch of the club and when he reached the private room at the end, 
he found Joe. His eyebrows lifted as he saw the bite mark against Joe's neck. Two bodies laid below him and 


whatever happened was taken care of by now. 


| was attacked," Joe said before Viv could ask "Then they started taunting me..bragging about ‘Ow pretty 
Steve is and how nicely shaped his body is." 


Viv only nodded. "| understand." 


"They did a number on me though," Joe admitted. "I need to feed" 


"Yes, you do and you need to get back to Stephen. He put himself in a drunken state because he feared for 


you. He is outside with Coverdale, waiting on us." 

Joe nodded and tried to get up. "Let's go." 

"Not until you feed from me." 

Viv approached Joe and knelt next to him, tilting his head to the side. Joe leaned forward with Vivian's help and 
bit into his neck, only to see the man Viv killed for Steve. He groaned and drank a moment longer before he 
pulled back. He licked his lips and met Viv's eyes with his own. 

‘lm ready." 

Viv nodded and stood up before leading Joe out. When Steve saw him, he immediately accepted Joe's embrace 
when his lover walked up to him. Joe didn't say anything, he just led Steve back to Coverdale's estate and 
brought him into the bathroom where he dabbed water over himself. He handed Steve some clothes that didn't 


smell of alcohol before he changed his own clothing. 


"| will never leave you, Stevie, | will always find a way back to you. | was just weakened at the moment," Joe 


said, quietly. 
Steve nodded, slowly. "I was worried; | couldn't feel you." 
‘| know, love, and I'm sorry.” 


Steve didn't even try to stand, he wanted for Joe to help him up and eventually the two left Coverdale's 
estate, and returned to their own hidden estate. 


